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Pp ROLOGUE, 


N | anal Zed 115 this Writing 
Sons of Wit, wr Patrons oft | 
Wath all thoſe humble 3 , —— till have 0 


ſwa 4 


I, 7 1 
And [pare 
Vu 25 oa 


The thing ye 2255 and rs fr 
Though now perhaps V are here 


He ruth <4 
For be ne 


own , 


* N 


” 


down ; 


vr ther ens, 3 


e onght to be hit Friends : 
dye yet pid Tools; 


Nor wrote one « Line tellye yowwere Fools: 


But ſays of us „ ye! 


So very much, you pare 


Jotarg eaſtore, 


AVE more. 


He ne er with Libel ir ated yet the Town, 
The names of Huneſt men bedawb'daud ſhown , 

| Nay, never once lampoon d the harmleſi life 
Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife 
Satyr i the effect of Poetries diſeaſe. _ 


| Which, Sick a leu 


Age, 


But now her only ſtrife ſhould be to pleaſe; 


Since of il Fate the baneful Glowd'' withdrawn, * 


And happineſi again begins to dawn ; 
Since back with Joy and Triumph hes is come, 


That alway: drove Fears bence, ne re brought 'e 


home 3 


A 2 


e Stage, 


"ſhe ventsfor Eaſe: 8 


br nes 


%% 


1 
n 


7 


27 
7 


Nei ne er more welcome to the longing ſboar, 
Mot uuiben he brought home Victoriei before. 
For then freſh Lawrelsfloariſh'4 on his Brow ,* © 

Aud be comes Crown'd with Olive-branches nau. 


I 


Oft has he plow/'d the boi ſteroui Ocean ver, 5 


Receive him! Oh receive bin s his Friends ; 


Embrace the Bleſſings which he Recommends; 


Such quiet asyour Foes ſhall ne er de ſtroy; 


5 Then ſnake off Fears , and clap your hands for Joy. 5 


r 


17119 


Vo ve ſeen one Orphan ruin 55 N and 1 
May be the next, if old Acaſto che: 
Should it prove ſo, Id fain among it you 92 * 
Who tis would to the 12 be Kind. 
To whoſe protection might I ſaſely go? 
Is there among iſt you no good Nature? No. 
What ſhould 45 ? ſhould [the Godly ſeek 5 
And 45 a Conventicling twice a Mee? SINE: 
Quit the lewd Stage, anditsprophane pollution, 5 
Jſfect each Firm and Saint like luſtiiuion, 8 
So drau the Brethenull to C oneribution ? 
Or ſhall l (asl gueſithe Poet may | | | 
Mithin theſe Fl days) fairlyr run away | I "ER 
No, to ſome City-Lodgings Trees, 10. 
Seem very grave, and privacy deſi we 
Till lam thought ſome Heireſi rich in Lands, 
Fledto eſcape a cruel Guardians Hands ; 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling 


Of the pears Spark; that, 80 a eee, Ny TI . 
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5 "Is The c Orphan , left under the 


Ac AST 0; A Noble. teiired 3 the 


cASTALIO, 


ERNESTO, 
PAULINO, Jo FANS. 
- CORDELIO, P. pure, rage. on : | 
e 5 ZE 


Court 5 and _ Mey: in the 84 


C His Sons. 


P 0 L Y DO R E. 
[> HA MO N TA young Souldie of ortune. 
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Guardianſhip of old Hafi, | 


: 5 E R I N A, Kall Daughter, | SER 
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| A Honours rab 

_ Erneſt. Tis true, Ne came thier a 2 pri enn 
tleman. ei ee (44 38-4 1 
8 aud brave, and of a Fm. Wi 
Ancient and Noble as the Empire 7 529 75 2s a - 4 
2 Honours he has gain d are juſtly hies g 
He purchas'd themin Wars thrice has held 4+ 4 /;,- 
An Army againſt che Rebels, and asofien”"- 
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$ TAE © R PH A FO 
ae Souldier, or a bettet Subject. | 
"Paul; It was his Virtue at firſt — TEEN ame bus 
Hel is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends. + > 
I know he has lately been invited thither; —— 5 
Let ſtill he keeps his ſtubborn purpoſe, cries, 
He's old, and willin n be at reſt: 
1 doubt there's deep reſentment in his mind, 
Fot the late ſlight his Honour ſuffer'd chere. 


5 Fre Has Re not realen ? When: For N 2 © 


1 


. born W 
1 Longe ard, and faithful oyl; he a 
„ Flags in Honour, and employment high; 
Ahuffing ſhining flat ring cringing Coward, 
A Canker-· worm of Peace was rais d above him. 6 
| Paul. Vet ſtill he holds Juſt value for the King , 
Mor ever Names him but with en reverence. 

I is noble that.. 

Ern. Oh! Ihave rr him wanton in his praiſe 5 | 
© Speak things of him might Charm the Ears of Envy, / 
1 Paul. Oh may he live eil Natures ſelf grow old, | 
And from her Womb no morecan bleſs the Earth! 

For when he dies, farewelall Honour, d 5 
All generous encouragement of Arts, 
For Charity her ſelf becomes à Widopß '.. 

Ern. No, he has two Sons that were ordaind robe 5 
As well his Virtues , as his Fortunes Heirs. 3 

Paul. They're both of Nature mild, and full of 
| ſweetneſs. 1 
They. 5 Twins from the Womb „ and ill ch ap”. 

IVE ,* 15 5 by * 
As if they would Twink too to the Grave: 
Neither has any tl ing he calls his ooẽm n, 
But of each other, 2 bares, 1275 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, Dell 4 PF 
As they were only for each other bor. = NY 
Ern. Never was Parent in an Off- been, . 
\ FiehasaDungherroo, nn Age, 
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THE ORPHAN. 9 
Prei Goodneſsequal to her Beauty. . 
Paul. And as there is a ee wirt e 
Brethren, 
So has her infant Nature choſen oe 
A faithful Partner of her thoughts and wiſhes, 
And kind Companion of her harmleſs pleaſures. 


Ern. You mean the Beauteous Orphan, fair 
Monimia ? 


Paul. The ſame, the Daughter of the brave \ 
Cham. 
He was our Lords 8 in the Wars 1 prod 
Where ſuch awondrous Friendſhip grew between dem 
As only Death could end: Chamonts Eſtate 
Was ruin d in our late and Civil diſcords; 
Therefore unable to advance her Fortune, 
He left his Dauphter to our Maſters care 
To ſuch a care as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. g 
Ern. _— Brother to the en Wars wen 
> ente, 
To ſeek an: ora So Fas. „ 
Whence he with Honour is expected back, „ 
And mighty marks of that great Princes 8 
_ Paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
Io launch for Fortune in th? uncertain World, 
But told them to avoid both Courts, and Camps, 
Where Dilatory Fortune plays che jilt e 
Wirth the brave noble honeſt gallant Man 3 0 4 +... 
Tethrow her ſelf away on Fools and Knaves.. bY: 8 
Ern. Sele boch have forward , gen rous ee 
its; ; 
"Tis daily their Peticion.to their Father, PER DIE 
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Io ſend them forth where Glory r * $e 
They cry:they;zeweary of their lazy home, 
Reſtleſs to do ſome thii that Fame may talk ol. 


2 4 


To day.they chas'dihe] annere f 5 3 
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10 Tur n 
we yet may ſee che old man ina 6 Pe 


Luſty as health come ruddy to the Field, e 
And there purſue the chace as if he meant 6 


Kos 0 recaks 1 875 ig back Sm and Paul 


Enter Caftalio , Polydor: ) and Phys. * 
} 3 Polydor 1 our ſport - 5 5 
* Has 8 4 


n to day much better for che da 
When on chebrink the foaming Boar 1 , EW 
And in his fide thoughetohave leg dmg ſpear , | 


|  _ Thedeſperate ſa vage ruſkt within-my Force, 
5 And bore me he with him dow che Rod. 
Polyd. But then... 


Caſt, Ay then, my Brother , may Friend hdr, 
Like Pere, mo on his winged Steed, | 
Came on, anddown the da eee 
8 oye 3 Twas a God- like Act. 

Folyd. But when L came, I found Conqueror: 
Oh my heart danc'dro ſery your dangerpat! 
The * firy oftheChace wascold, | 
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5 


4 
Ana i bad inmy mind but Joy. 
6 Caf. Yo, Peolydor, — wighiin War: 
:38 Ruſh on together; Thou ſhou'd{tbery Guard, 
And I be thine; what ist could mann ; f 
No half the Youth of Europe are in e x 
ev ſulfomemuſticbero ſtay 
I Rrddycofrankdiſealerhereat nh 1s BY 5 
pol. No, let me purchaſe in m You Renown i 
38 To makeme lov'd and valid Aan 
I Would be buſſe in che world and learn; 3 
38 Not like eee W 
Fixt to one ſpor; een n I + Hor 
Cat. Our Father ien, 
Has ta ne himſelfa ſurteit of the würde W130 en, 
- And criesit is not ſalothas wethould: 7 6. SN = | 
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THE ORPHAN. Ar 


Town! have Duty gat yore rful in me; 
And tho I'd hazard all to raiſe my Nane, BJ 
Vet he's ſo tender andſagooda Father, 
len neg er eo 1 Wi 2% 
Pol. Gaſtalio , I have doubts within my deen, 5 
Which you, and only you, canſatisfy i: 
Will you be free and candid tu your Friendꝰ?ꝰ 
Caſt. Have La * 1 ſhould och. 
know? |. - 
2 What can this mean? 278 2 r 5 
| Pol. Nay, [' conjure 51 
By all the leistet bonds or FaithfalFriendſhip, , 
Io ſhew your heart as naked in this point, 
As you would purge you of Jun) fins to raven. 
2 Iwill- 
Pol. - Nw ſhould I chance to couch it nearly, | | 
8 ear it 53 
| with all the ane of a demlar Fricnd. 8 * 
1 Caſt, As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
1 The Artiſts wary that miniſters his Cure. 
Pol, Lucky $ kindly ſaid. * our Fathers 
| War 
The fair Aonimia ; bb ee peace 7 
Is it ſo guarded chat you could not love der 
Caf. Suppoſe I ſnoul. F 
7el. Suppoſe you ſhould not, btbch e. 

_ Caſs. You'd ſay, I muſt not. . . Og 
Pol. That would ſound-wo roughly Gen 
ig « Twixt Friends and Brothers, ſuch ur ve 5 | 
8 D eee . e 
P one of: us it qt HOW {CY 2.500% © 
Whar if I Love her ? TS 1.114 47 MD 3 22 

Ca#.' Then It indem peu, 8 VE 177 5 8 
I lovd her frſt, and cannot quit the Claim, v A 
yt But will preſerve the Birdvright of "wy Paten 
9 Pol. n 6 - | X OR 
4 4 W er 0.03853 N [} Fitch Hl i = bi q- 
2 | +16 "_ . e Dol. 5 5 Ki 1 
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1 THE ORPHAN, 


Pol. No more, Te done. : Anal 
Caſt. Why not? ben eech e knn 
Pol, I told you I had done 1 


But you Ca#alzo would diſpuce i . : SR 


Caſt. No. 
Not with my Polplory though I wat « own 
My Nature obſtinate and void of ſuff rance. 


Love reigns a very Tyrant in 1 heart, 


Attended on his Throne by all his So 


Of furious wiſhes, fears, and nice ſuſpicions. - 


I could not bear a Rival in my Fricind iP » 
Jam ſo much in love, and Fond of the. 
Pol. Let you would break this Frienuſtipi 
Ca. Not for Crowns. 
Pol. But for a Toy you would, a e Toy, 
Vajuſt Caftalio,: 


Cat. Prichee , where's my eat: 2 1 

Pol. You love Monmna. _— Hae 

Caf. Nes, URI SO dt 

Pol. And you "would kill me, . bk 
If Im your Rival. A 8 


Caſt. No, ſure, we re ſuch Friends; "A 


So much one man, that our affections o | 


5 Muſt be united, and the ſame as we Ae 


Pol. I dote upon Monis. 8 
Caſt. Love. her ſtill; | * 


"Win, and enjoy herr 1 


Pol. Both of us cannoo. 


Cat. No matter. ets af Ar Fei 


r rd merel fl 


Pol. You would not wed Monimia , 3 5 would ma 
Caſt. Wed her! 


No! were ſhe all: 10 ire coals with. „as MLL 


As would the vaineſt of her Sex be 8 
With Woes: beyond- hat Womans "re: could 


She ſhould not chear me of 9 Freedot, Marry x2 
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THE oA AN. * 


When L am old and weary of the World, "F238 
I may grow deſperate _ F x 
And take a Wife to mortify 21 59 110 
Pol. Is it an elder Brothers duty o POT TS 
To propagate his Family and Name?: 1 
You would not have yours dye and bury'd with youl ; 
caſt. Meer Vanity, .and' filly Dorage all; 
No, let me live at large, and when I dye 
* Who ſhall. poſſeſs ch. Eſtate you leave ?, 
„My Friend, 
If 92 ſulvives: me, If not, my King, 
Who may beſtow't again on 1 5 brave man, 
Whoſe Honeſty and Services _— one. 
Pol. Tis kindly: offer CC. 
Caſt. By yon Heaven, I lore | 
My Polydore be all worldly Joys, 
And would. not ſhock his quiet to be bleſtt 
| With N than man cer taſte. 
Pol. And by that Heaven eternally 1 ſwear, - VI 
To keep the: kind Caſtalio in 12 45275 HERON, 
Whoſe ſhall Momma be? 16 1366142 7 Nat | 
Ca#. No matter waa 2 ds 5 RAT Ys Fail 
Pol. Were you not wit priv nights TI 
Caſt. 1 and ſhould havemerherhere again 3 WE ea 
But th' opportunity ſhall now be thine; 185 
My ſelf will bring rl et to the Scene of Loves: 52 
But have a care; FriendſhipIconjurethie, + 
That no falſe Play offer'd to 1 Brother; N 
: Urge all chypowtreto make dip n proſpery. 
'S But wrong not mine. einne off WES! 2 
Pe. rennen, 2 2 io % li 
| It't prove thy Fortune, Poly e 8 
( Fostboub fal 8 Arts abe eee be n 
1 Truſt me andi let me know thy Loves ſucceſs, K „ 5 1 
Thal may ever after ſtifle mine. I ---.- 
7 Pol. Though ſhe be dearer to my foul chan Reſt I 
* „ or to Miſcts Sold 6 
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„ THE ORPHAN: 


LY . as 1 ines worldabroad. 


— 
1 


| a * 8 and ſung me pretty Songs: 1 ou 
Will yon obige me? Shalll ſeeyouofiner? 


In one great bleſſing all your bouiity lend, I, 
A 


— Ther truſts hiaplay- 


Come near, Cardelio,. I muſtchideyou vou, Sir. e 
Page. Why, Madam, have I dane you any wrong) 


—— — 


eat men power, or Wealthy * 
ther than wrong Caſtalio, I'd — 
po if ye Pow rs have happineſs mntore, — 
When ye would ſhower-down joyes on . „ 


2. Cre ere. 


* 4 


* - « 
7 
9 * » 


Aer Money, i 
Mon, So fog return d from hunting 


1 ail ** 20 


Paſt not Caſtalio and Polydar mh 
Page. Madam, juſt oö. A An 
Mon. Sure ſome ill Fate's upotimes:! 04.9% YI 


5 and e ee e 
1 rchenfion ſhocks my timorous Sou. 


was L not laid in m 2 
ay for poor; Parents: Pars | Anda Reſt a they ae? U 
Inftead of that Lam wand'ringi into cares. Ap 
Ca#alzo Oh Caftalio | Thou haſt be. 
lin heart; and like a tender child, 
toandtherhand y 5 EY, . 
1 fear its harm, 2 fain would have itback. 


Mon. Ine ver ſte you now; you have been kinderz 


Perhaps I've been 5 „here's 


Fate. Madam, Id ferve you with my Soul; 


: 3 Burina morni when you call me tu you's. ial . 1y 
As by your bed —— Jouſtoriess, Ty 
IL am aſham' d to ſee your ſwelling Breafts, - b 


It males me bluffi; ere 1 yo 0 


Mon. Oh moore yank dere row, 
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— ˙ Eamon oo penny ” —— 
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amber are young, Ne wer it all like him, 
Till as your r h ., . 
make our e 


THz ORPHAN: 
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4 
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T'undopoor Maids j 
Tell me, Cordelio, yk thou haſt oft heard 


I. 
Bo e heir Mailers abe 
7 22 1 not, Cordelia I it (ball ne er be tres, 
For I'll e nad nene. | 
Polyde r 
III ae th ae PE " Vo 
With pretiy 170 d and thou ſhalt be my . 


it 7 x 4 


FT.” 


Pay. 75 ene ee, AQ 
Methinks you one me better than my 2 „ | 
For he was ne yer half ſo kind as eee N 
What muſt I do! 437 

Mon. Inform me hoch a bed 1K 
Cactalio, and his Brother uſe my 2 ay 15 

Pag. "With all the tenderneſs of Love, 1271 


You were the Subject of their laſt N 
At firſt I thought it E have Fata ts 
2 as the one grew hot the other cool d I 
ilde&rd the frailsy of bis rien: EE Ie 5 A 21 5 
At Po after much ſtrugling twas ee 
Mon. What: good Cordes? 


Pag Nat 46 | for your, A 3+ 
Mon. I would not have em, 3 

Eu e friſt. r 

But ſurely my Gaalto von Late 12 6 1 a HY 

And 8 Mockery of my r e 

Went they together? ITO v3 5.5: 
Pag. Les to ſeek you, Funn HA, = 
Caſt airs dect to bring him, Ya 1 5 05 5 


Where he alone might — ee B 
8 ibn. 
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Acommon ſtake , aprize for love in jeſte UTR 37%, 


He ſaid no Womans ſm 
And Marriage is amortifying thing. FOR UAFA 


| e to Na hien; and yer loye him full,” 32 Wy (EH 


8 ne comes, the Conquerour comes Lye au, 
a bo And learn to bear thy where wü Sek! 1 i 5 


NP Why aw Left with 7otydor aloneF” N Ma 92177 


v * ? * * . N 
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. 42 
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＋ H E OR P H 4 N. 
- Mon, am I then grown ſo cheap , juſt tobe 8 


Was not Caffalis very loth to yield i it, * 200 Län : 
Or was'it Polydors unruly Paſſion, 158 HD F Wit 171 


* IN era 22 1 
That heightned the debate? r e 


Pag. The faule was Palydors , | itgot 362M; 2 
Caftalioplayd withlore: and{inilingſhewt © | | 
The pleaſure; not the paves of bis defire: © e 1 716 

5 ſhould u his From m; 


Mon. Then Jam ruin d; if Caftalso": sfalſe, 
Where is there Faith, and Honour to befound 5 
Je Gods, that Guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Weak; · protect, and take me to your care. 


Oh 1 L love him: There 8 the Rock will rick | 
Why aul made wich ell my Sexes foftnels ; * 


Yet , want the Cunning to conceal soll 3 GAY 
VII ſee Caſalio, tax him with his falſebhoods, r 
Be a true Woman, rail,” proteſt my wrong 


erer Caliabs and Poljdor,” | Ale 1 For 1 


| 1 4 F q Wer? q 
8 8 „ 1 


Hatt, Core 


7 Madam > "wy DAT begs" be may have 
leave 5 8 

8 To tell you ſomething! what condbivih gen 
llleaye you as becomes me, and with aye; TER 4 
Non. My Lord cafnli os "Hr tek 
Caſt. Madam | 42 1 ö 0 5 x 45 } 98 : 
Mes. Have you and 9h u Aenne LEE 5 Wks 

Io abuſe mepalpably ? What means this u 50 855 
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THE OR HA N. 


% SN me away, I muſt attend my Father... 
Mon. Will you then leave me thus 
Caſs. Nut for a moment. 
Mon. It has been otherwiſe; the time has bon: 3 
When buſineſs might have ſtay d, and I been heard. 
| Caſt. I could for ever hear thee ; but this time 
Matters of ſuch odd circumſtances preſs me 
That I muſtgo... | 
Mo. Then go, and if t be poſſible for ever. 
Well , my Lord Polydor, I guels your buſineſs, 
And read the ill natur'd purpoſe in your eyes. 
Pol. It to deſire you more than Miſers Wealth , 
Or dying men an hour of added lifm 
If ſoftelt Wiſhes, anda heart more true, 
Than ever ſuffer'd yet for love diſdain d, 
Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me jn, 9 
Mon. Talk not of Love, my: Long d not 
hear it. 
pol. Who can bchold uch Beaury ; nd be flene 2 
Deſire firſtraught us words ? Man when ercated 
Arfirſt alone, long wander'd up and daun, Fier : 5 
Forlorn, and ſilent as his Vaſſal - Beaſt -;.; ;;, | 
But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you., el 
Strange pleaſures fill d his e es, and fir d his heatt, 
* Unloos'dhis Tongue, andt is firſt talk was Love. 
Mon. The firſt created pair, indeed, CY 
They were the only Objects c re 15 | 
Therefore he Courred her, and her alone; LAG 
But in this peopled World of Beauty, Where 
There's roving room where you may court, m_ 
A thouſand more, why need you talk to me? 
pol. Oh! I could ta aller to thee for evex: , 
Eternally admiring , 6x and gaze 
On thoſe dear eyes for every glance they ſend... 
Darts through my Soul ,andalmoſt givesenj 


. 
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Mon. How can you labour thus for my 1 5 
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"8 THE ORPHAN. 
Than ever I can hope to think to pay. 55 


Hence with this peeviſh Vertue, wen chear; © 8 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for yielding. 
If you perſiſt , I ne'er henceforth will ſee you 3 
But rather wander through the World a Beggar; 


For though to Fortune loſt, I'll ſtill inherit 
My Mothers Vertues and wy Fathers Honour. 


Fantaſtick than your Appetites! youthink — 
Of nothing twice! Opinion ou have none. 


rr 


Now ſmile, then frown; now ſorrowful, then gad, 


No hungry Churle feeds courſer àt a Feaſt; 5 
Every rank Fool goes down. 


I own my Sexes follies, I have em all., 
And to ayoid its faults, muſt fly from you- x 3 
_ Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me oY 8 
As moſt Fantaſtick Womans wiſh could ea, TK 
Aud lay all Natures Riches at my ſeet, 
| de rather run a e ene 


* 
A 


There always was a Friendſhip * ewixt our Families; 3 
And therefore When my render Parents dyd, 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 
Your Fathers Viry , and his Bounty took me 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan to his care. 
Pol. Twas Heav'n ordain d it ſo, ro make me 
happy. 


And thoſe whoraughtr it firſt were Hypocrites. 
Men.” Here on my knees by Heavens bleſt power 
I ſwear, | Kneebs, 


And live on ſordid ſcraps at proud Mens Doors. 


Pel. Imolerable Vanity! your Sex 
Was never inthe right, y'are always falſe , 
Or filly ; even your Dreſſes are not more 


"i 


To day y'are nice, to morro not ſo free; 


Now pleas' d, now not; and all you know not why. 
Vertue you affect, inconſtancy's your Practice, " 
And when your looſe deſires once get dominion , „ 


un.. © Indeed my Lord, 
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Amongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinckled and deten d, 
As wildneſs and moſt rude neglect could make me 
So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour '[c fe ../ 
From the deſtroying wiles offaithleſs men 1 Exit. 

Pol. Who d be that ſordid fooliſh thing call'd many 
To cringe thus, fawn and flatter for apleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him? 
The luſty Ball ranges through althe Field, 
And from the Herd ſingling his Female out, 


Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 
It ſhall beſo, I'II A my Love, 


Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded "I 
Then when her roving thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton widen to her heart: 
L'th' very minute when her Vertue nods, 
I'll raſh upon her in a ſtorm of Love, 
Bear down her Guard of Honour all before me. 
Surfeit on Joys till even deſire grow fick;;  - 
Ihen by long Abſence liberty regain, 
An n e the Plealure and che pain. 
D des e | 
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THE ORPHAN. 


a With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up hk, 


They ſeemꝰ d a grove of ſpears upon his Back; 
Foaming he came at me, here I was poſſei, 5 


Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead the Chase, 98817 


whetting his huge long Tusks, and gaping wide, 
As if he already had me for his Prey 

Till brandiſhing my well poys' d Javelin high, 
With this old Executiug arm, Ifſtruck 


The ugly brindled Monſter to the heart. 
E. 


d'rous. 
_— __ flattery, Boy! an 5 honeſt r many cart 
ive by't, IM 
11 is alittle freakin Art, which Knaves | : > ? \ 
Uſe to Cajoleand 12 Fools withal. 2 


If thou haſtflatt'ry in thy Nature, . wa 


Or ſend it to a Court, for there ewill thrive, 


Pol. Why there? oY 1 


 Acaſt. Tis next to Money, currant chere, 
To be ſeen daily in as many forms 


As there are ſorts of Vanities, and Men; * 


The ſuperſtitious States: man bas his ſneer 


To ſmooth a poor man off with tharcan'tbribe him; | 


The grave dull fellow of ſmall buſineſs ſooths 


The Humoriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 


[ 


Who without ſpleen could ſee'ahor-brain'd diberff 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor for his Sermon? 
Or a Grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
1 him by the hand, and racy? his * Com 
plexion. | 1 
Fol. Courts are che places where belt mani 
flouriſh. 


725 : * the deſerving ought to riſe, and Becki ©: : 
- _.* Make ſhow. Why ſhould I'vex and chaſe oaks 
JI To fee a gawdy Coxcomblhine, hen! x. 


Have ſeen enough to ſooth him in his 


And ride him to ry as I py 9 oY 5 
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The Actions of your life were he's, oh von. 


THE: ORPHAN: 2 
Act. Who merit ought indeed to riſe i ty world » 

But no wiſe man that's honeſt ſhould expect it. 

What man of ſenſe would rack his g generous mind, 

To praqtiſe all the baſe Formalities 5 

And Forms of buſineſs; force a grave ſtarch't face = 

When he's a very Libertine in's heart ? 

Seem not to know this or that man in publick, 

When privately perhaps they meet together, 
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5 And lay the Scene of ſome brave Fellows Ruin. 1 
Ne Such things are done... . \ 
L . Caft. Your Lordfhips wrongs have been ft | 
I's So great that you with Juſtice may complain; 7 


But ſuffer us whoſe younger minds ne'er felt 

fd. Fortunes deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair, 

| Were ſhea common Miſtreſs, kind to all, | 

Her worth would ceaſe, and half the ee grow idle. 

Acaft. Go to, y are Fools, and a me not; 

Nene ii . OO r | bh F 
ong ſince to bear revenge, or ſcorn m wrongs, 

1 to the value e doer. , 

You both would fain be Great, andto that end Re 

= Deſire to do things worthy your Ambition. 1 

mz Go to the Camp, Preferments nobleſt Mart, 3 
where Honour ought! to have dee Play: * you 4 


— — — 


. 


N 8 
ES 


1 
* 3 


find | 
. Curruption, envy, diſcontent» andfadtions. NI. 
| Almoſt in every Band: How many men 
b Have ſpent their blood in their dear Countries ſervice,” — 
om. Vet now pine under want? while ſelfiſh ſlaves, 
5 That ev'n would cut their throars , whom oo they | 
* BW fawn on N 
Like deadly Locuſts eat the Honey up. 1 7 
Which thoſe induſtrious Bees: ſo hardly nor, : 
en, _ Ca#. Theſe Precepts ſuit not with ay Aﬀivers Ro 
Mcthinks I would be buſie. ee 3 
Pol. ölen, [517 HE PS 
aA liest hae, 5 andknow: ! 5 1 nnl nl 
B3 r 


| | N k > 3 dee was 1 

„ THE ORPHAN 

TN .o farther than one proſpe&gives me leave. 

} Acaſd. Buſie your minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men 

N Learn how to value Merit thou hin Rags; app» 
=: And ſcorn a proud ill-manner” Knarein Office. | 
N = = 
| Enter Serina, Monimia » and Fay; | 

| 1 Ser. My Lord, my Faher fot; : | 
is Aeaft, Bleſlings on my child, 
Muy little Cherub, what n 6.4406 0 
"nn Ser. I bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome 6 
NdNNie 5 
. The Young Chamont, whom you” ve fo often miles for, 
| _ Isjuſtarriv'd and entring. | 


Acaftl,  Bymy Soul , 


And allmy honours, be s moſt dearly veleome 
„ Ter me receive him like his Fathers VROwOs / _ 
1 N Enter Chamone, 


£ | N R thouRelick of the 3 * 555125 
Welcome from all the Turmoils, and the R | 
Of certain danger, and uncertain forrunez _ * 

Welcome as happy Tidings after Fears. 

Cham. Words would bur wrong the Graticade L 

coe you, 
Should I begin to ſpeak , my Soul's ſo full, 
That! ſhould talk of nothing elſe all 45-28 | 

Mon. My Brother! 

Cbam. Oh my Sifter ! let meboldrine = 
Long in my Arms; I've not beheld thy Face 
Theſe many days: by night I've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and ſatisfied my Sul 

Wich fancy d Joys, till mo cares melee, 

Another Siſter ! ſure it maſt be f ON % 

Thoogh e well 7 Ihatburones f 3 4 


* 
. 
| 2 
a 
le rs I I I 
-s 


* G, 


——yZ:.z—— ne BY, I aut LEO} <2 2 an Ys ey 
. © 2 5 * 
** r ad 


> r — Ln are — 
— 


YI 
. —— K mm ̃ Q Shirt, 7—*˙ . . 
3 8 - + 


n 


— — — = 
\ q 


. Fe hen tr 
pr HIT. 


F 
$ 


1 


1 


But I feel fomchiogi in my hears that | codons = 
And tells me ſhe has claim and intereſt there. 


Acaſt. Young Souldier , you've not only w_ | 


Wa, 
Courtſhip I ſee has been your Practice too 


And may not prove un welcome to my Daughter. BY = 


* 


C ham. Is (& 
true; 


For you have made your ſelf to me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have leave to love her. 


F > 


Ser. Monimua , thou haſt told me, men are falſe 5 


Will flatter, feign, and make an Art of Love. 
Is Chamont ſo? No, ſure he's more than man, 


. s near Divine, and T ruth dwells in 


Pow'r 3 | 
The Luxury of Courts, or wealth of Cities 71 


Let ak Joy through all the houſe this day, X } 

In every Room ler plenty flow at large; 4 

It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter. ? 

You have not viſited the Court, Chamozt , r 

Since your Return? 3.20 (Bb 
Cham. l have no buſineſs there, = ; 75, IF 


I have not flaviſh Temperance enough 


I' attend a Fav'rites heels, and watch his files, „5 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 


r On the Lord that wrong: me for his favour, 5 
| | [ Ta us Sous. : ö 


. This you could do? 


yo . Vd ſerve my Prince. 11725 

E 0s Who d ſerve Hain e. 

3 rr 55 and I, both would, . = 
- een Bis 
He needs not any Servants ſuckiax you 3; 1 Erl 


8985 5 he merits . 


your Daughter ? then my d 
And I'm at leaſt her Brother by Adoption. 


- Acaft. Thus bappy » who would envy banka 
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„ THE ORPHAN . 
Ae is ſo good, praife cannot ſpeak his worth: 
Somerciful, ſure he ne er ſlept in wrat zj 


So juſt, that were he hut a private man, 


Nie could not do a wrong. How would you ſerve him? 
Caf. Ide ſerve him with my Fortune here at home, 
And ſer ve him with my perſon in his wars; og 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 
Pol. Dye for him, 33 
As every true horn loyal Subject ought. 
3 bk me embrace you both. Now by the 
oclts! RE TIC 
Of my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy. 
For this be everbleſt my Marriage day, 
Bleſt be your Mothers memory that bore you; 
And double bleſt be that auſpicious Hour, 

That gave you Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 
Ye ſhall have buſineſs, when your Maſter wants you: 
You cannot ſerve a Nobler; I have ſerv'd him; 
In this old body yet the marks reman 
Of many wounds, I've with this Tongue proclaimd 
His right, even in the face of rank Rebellion: 

And hen a foul- mouth'd Traytor once prophan d 
His ſacred name, with my good Sabir drawn, 

_ Evn at the head of all his giddy rout, Wk 

I ruſht and Clove the Rebel to the Chine. 


Ester Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, the expected Gueſts are Juſt arriv'd. 
Acaſl. Go you, and give 'em Welcome and Re- 
cep tion. | Ex. Caſt. & Polydor. 
bam My Lord, I ſtand in need of your aſſiſtance 
Ip ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 
Acaſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave man Llovdʒ 
do freely friendly we convers d together. 
What c'er it be wich confidence impart it. 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword. 
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THE ORPH AN. 
| Cham. 4 dare not doubt your Preeadhip: nor Jour 
juſtice. 

Your Bounty ſhewnto what I hold moſt dear „ 
My Orphan Siſter, muſt not be forgotten. . 
Acafl. Pritbee, no more of chat; it grates my 

Nature. 1 
Cham. When our dear Parents ad, they yd. - 
' together, = 
One Fate ſurpriz'd'em , and one Gravereceiv'd'em: 
My Father with his dying breath bequeath'd 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
2 by him, call'd me to her fide , 
Took me in her fainting Arms , wept, and embrac d 
e 
Then preſt me cloſe 0 and as the obſery'd my Tears, 
Kiſt em away: ſaid ſhe, Chamont my Son, 
By this and all the Love lever ſhew'dthee, 31 
Be careful of Mouimia, watch her Youth, 33 
Let not her wants betray her to diſnonou. 5 
Perhaps kind Heaven 87750 raiſe ſome ien . 
Then ſigh d. 
Kiſt me again; ſo bleſt us, and expir. | FRE : 
Pardon my grief. 4 W 
Acaſl. 11 ſpeaks an honeſt W 1 5 
Cham. The Friend Heav'n rais d Was Foul 5 your” 
took her up 
An Infant to the deſart world expos d, 
Aud prov'd another Parent. 


74 
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d. Acaftl. . Tye not wrong'd her, -- 4.8 

e Cbam. Far be it from my Fears. | — 2,0 

Ir. Acaſt. Then why this Apen 5 

ce Cham. My Lord, my Nature $ Cm , ang: | * 8 
Dee 4. 5 1 

dz Acaſl. Go on. 5 


| | | 33 | 
Cham. Great Spirits bear nfl 9 Na 
Good Offices claim Gratitude, and Pride 


TIE: Pow'r is wanting „ 35 55 late; I 


— 


26 THE ORPHAN: 
And make us (rather than be thought behind-hand ) 


Pay over-price. 


Acaſt. I canrot gupls your drift ; > 
Diſtruſt you me? 8 
a Na, but 1 fear her weakneſs 


= = make her pay a debt at any rate; 
to deal frecly with your Lordſhips goodneſs, 
I've heard a ſtory lately much diſturbs me. 


Acaſt. Then firſt charge her; and if the offenee 3 | 


| found 
Within my mach , tho? it ſhou'dtouch my Necure; i 5 
In my own Off. ſpring; by the dear remembrance 
Ol thy brave Father, whom my heart rejoyc'd in, 
I'd proſecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance, 
+ Cham. I thank you from my Soul. | Exit I 
„ Mew.  ; © Alas, my Bromert :-: > 
What have I Jone 2 and why do you abuſe me? 
My heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face 
And clouded Brow methinks I ſee my Fate: 
You will not kill me ! 

Cham, Prithee, why doſt talk ſo? 

Mon. Look kindly on me then, I cannot bear 
Severity; it daunts, and does amaze me. 
e heart's ſo tender, ſhould you charge me rough 

uld but weep, and anſwer you with ſobbing : ; 
ö Bur uſe me gently like a loving Brother, 
And ſearch through all the Secrets of my Soul. 


Cha. Fear nothing » I will ſhew my ſelf a Brother | 


A render, honeſt, and a loving! A N 
V ave not forgot our Father? f 

Mon. 1 ſhall never. 

Cha, Then you'l remember too, he was aman 

3 That liv'd up to the ſtandard of his Honour, 

And priz di that jewel more than Mines of Wealth: 

Nie d not have done a ſhameful thing but once, 


= 5 Though kept in en fene 1 2 70 ang 7 


den, | 
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This was the only Portion that he left u 


| Malice, and all the Practices of nell. 


OUnbappy life, and taint me if they can 


Lay muſing in my Bed, all darkneſs round me, 


- Juſt where that famous tale was interwoven , 


CI noo ed EY . e e — 


THE ORPHAN I 


He could not have forgiven it to himſelf, 


And I more glory in't, thanifpoſſeſt 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. nh 
Tas a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicely; 
Now if by any chance Monimia, 
You have foyl'd this Gem, _ — from is 
; value, 
How will y* account whh me? 
Mon.  Ichallenge Envy, 


To cenſure all the Actions of my paſt | 
Cha, Fl tell thee then; Three Nights ago, 451 153 . | 


A ſudden damp ſtruck to my heart, cold ſwear 
Dew'dall my Face, and trembling ſeiz'd my Limbs; 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ſtarted, _ 
And to my tortur d Fancy there appea de f 
The formof Thee, thus Beauteous as thou art, I 
Thy garments flowing looſe, and in each hand 2 
A wanton Lover, which by turns careſs'd them | bp) 
With all the Freedom of unbounded pleaſure. 
Iſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment 
Darted it at the Fantome; ſtraight it left me: 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O Dire Omen! _ 
I found my weapon had the Arras pierc'd , „ 


How the unhappy Theban ſlew his Father. . 
Mon. And fot this Cauſe my Virtue is ſupeftedt' | nn 

Becauſe in Dreams your * been e 3 

I muſt be tortur d wakivgt. = A 


cha. Have a care, | © 
Labour not to be juſtified roo faſt, E7 3 1 by .- 
Hear all, and then let Juſtice hold che ſcale. r 
What follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me. +.» 
e rata as] 3 1. NY . 
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8 THE ORPHAN. 
And meditated on the laſt nights Viſion, ; n, 
1 ſpy'd a wrinkled Hagg, with Age grown double, YL 
Picking dry ſticks, and mumbling to her ſelf; 
Her eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 3 
Cold palſie ſhook her head, her hands ſeem'd — 7 
And on her crooked ſhoulders had ſhe wrapt _ 
The tarter'd Remnant of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, * 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carkaſs from the Cold, 
So there was nothing of a- Piece about her; 
Her lower weeds were all o'er courſely patch d | 
With diff ous colour'd Rags black, red, 1 
: SHOW, 
And cem d to ſpeak variety of wretchedneG, - 
I askt her of my way, which ſhe inform'd me; 
Then crav'd my charity, and bad me haſten 
Jo fave a ſiſter: At that word I ſtarted. 
Mon, The common cheat of Beggars every day! 
They flock about our doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of Prophecy, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 
Cba. Oh! Zut ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia „ 
As in it bore great circumſtance of truth; 
Caſtalio and er, my Siſter. 
Mon, Hah! 
| Cha, Whatalter'd}/ does your courage fail you! 
Now by my Fathers Soul the Witch was honeſt. 
- Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt ro them 
98% Thy Honour at a ſordid Game? 
* 15 Mon. L WII. = 
I muſt, ſo hardly my Misfortune loads me. 
= 1 That both ha ve offer d me their Love's moſt true. 


Cba. And; tis as true too; or have both mand 5 
; her. ak 


|, | Mon, Though they both with earneſt 3 5: 7 


£ Have preſt my heart 2 bl cer in thought 1 wee 
I I any bur Caſtaliol 


Cba. But Caftalia NH £3 
Mop. Sail will you croſs the Line a bug! ; 
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THE ORPHAN. 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul, 
By generous Love and honoutable Vows; 
Which he this day appointed ta compleat, 
And make himſelf by holy Marriage mine. 


Cha. Art thou then ſpotleſs? halt. chou a pre- 


ſerv'd | 
Thy Virtue white without a blot tee? 20 
Mon. When I'm unchaſt ; ann Heaven je my 
Prayers! 


Or more, to anke me N may you know it! 
Cha. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt man; 
And let not Marriage bait thee te thy Ruine. | 
"Truſt not a man; ve are by. Nature falſe, ' + 
Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel and unconſtant: 


* . . — 


When a Man talks of Love, with caution truſt him; 4 


Bur if he ſwears, he'l certainly deceive the. 
I charge thee let no more Caſtulio ſooth Thee; 
Avoid it as thou would'ſt preſer ve the peace 


Ot a poor Brother, to wang: Laren re S 


Mon. I will! a 
Cham: Appear 2 as s cold. „ when next you 1 as 
| Great Ones 
when Merit begs; then ſhale thou ſoa how ſoon 
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow eaſie. 


4 [ Ex, Cha. 
Mon. Yes, I will try him; torture him ſeverelß; 9 
For, oh Cffalio l thou too much haſt wrong d me» i 


In leaving me to Polydors ill uſage. 92 
He comes, and now for once, oh Love ſtand N ut 
 Whilſta hard part's performed! For I muſt tem 


Wound his ſoft Nane „ 8 1 urg Watte, 2 


for t. hi 5 ö a — 
„e. | 5 107 ITN 75 | 
| kan, Oba. | 


And ſend e to part 8 anger in vii Ws 
I am a Fool, andſhe has found my Weakneſs 3 
| - Sheufes me alteady like a Slave 
Faſt bound in Chains to be chaſtis d at will. 
*Twas not well done to trifle with my Brother: 
I might have truſted him with all the ſecret, 
Open d my filly heart, and ſhewn it bare. 
But then he loves her too; but not like me, 
f I am a doating honeſt Slave, deſign d 5 
For Bondage, Marriage bonds, which I have from 
. To wear: it is theo yching Le ap 25.15. 
* Hid from his knowledge; and hel ſure forgive 
Ihe firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend 
8 Verray'd to Love and all its little follies. 


Buer Polydor , and Page at the door. 
Pol. Here NN your ſelf, and warch my Brower | 


| throu ly: 

Tf he ſhould chance to meet Momimia, make 
|. - Juſt obſervation of each word and action; 
Pals not one circumſtance withoutremark : _ 
| Ne „ tis your r do rand — me word. 

K 2 oy 


> 
v4 . 


4 4% 


Enter Monimia. f 


Caf. Menimia, My Angel, was nockin 
| ro leave me like a Turtle here aloe, 
Io droop and mourn the abſence of my Mate. 
| When thou art from me every Place is deſart, 
And , merhinks, am Savage and forlorn; 
Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſt. 
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my Soul. | 
Mon, Oh the bewirchiog Tongues of OY 
men! 
: "The thus the falls Halba makesher non, "E 


: | 


TAE ORPHAN. 31 
To drawthe pitying Traveller to her Den, 
Your Sex are ſo, ſuch falſe diflemblers all, 
With ſighs and plaints y entice poor Womens hearts, , 
And all char pity you , are made your Prey, _ 
Caſt, What means my Love! oh, how have 1 
* a 8 5 Jo 
uage iromt vera m es 1 
Stop Tis ng * Tears, 2 5 25 hey fall 
Like baneful dew from a diſtempered Sky, 
I fee] em chill me to the very heart. Led 
Mon. Oh, you are falſe, Coffaiso, moſt forlorn 1 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith. e 
My heart is frxt z and you ſhall thake't no more. 
— Who told you ſo? What Hell bred n 
5 urſt 
. Prophane rhe Sacred Buſineſs of my Love? 48 
. Brother bring on what terms I'm 
5 ad Yin 
Tt unhappy Object of your Faber Chariry, 
| Thy unhappy e d to me of LH, 
And durſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion. 
Cat. Tis I have been toblame, and eat, 
Falſe io my Brother and unjuſt to Thee. 
For, oh! he loves thee too, and this dn cn lic 1 
Taxt me with mine, and claun d a right above me. 
Mon, And was your Love ſo very tame to ſhrink, „ 
Or rather than lo © him, abandon me? 
Caſt. I, knowing him precipitate and raſh, 
To calm his "oy and ro conceal my Happineſs, 


Seem'd to comply with his unruly will; > 1 


Talkt as howh ralkr;; and granted all he ask d; 


Leſt he ee ee, e ee 4. | if; TS N 


And for ever had Monemraloft. | 74 8 


p00? 
TwWas poorly done, unworthyof Nee, 


mud 1 aner hes a my 8 445 5 GY 


Mon.” Could you then? did you ban hououn tt : 2 2 


/ r — — — — ＋ꝙꝗ— 2 4 


. 2235 THE ORPHAN. 
Caft. Is this Monimia? ſurely no! till nor- 
I ever thoughther Dove. like, foft , and kind. 
Who truſts his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt: 
You were made Fair on purpoſe to undo us 
Whilſt greedily we ſnatch th' alluring Bait. 
And ne'er diſtruſt the poyſon that it hides. 5 
Mon. ow Love ill- you d would: mans means te 


ſen never wants pretences nor excuſe... 770 | 
© Wherefore was Man a Lord-like Creature made, 1 
Rough as the winds, and as inconſtant too? 

A lofty Aſpect giv n him for command 

Eaſily ſofin'd , when he would betray: 
Like conquering Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, „ 
Where you are pleas'd to forrage fora while, 
Aut ſoon you find new conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. 
If ſo, Caſlalio, you have ſerv'd my heart, 

I find that Deſolation's ſettled there, 

And I ſhall ne'errecover Peace again. 
Caſt. Who can hear this and bear an anal ad 1 
Since you will drive me fiom you, i muſt go; 
But, oh Aonimia, when th' haſt baniſſit me, 
NM Ng creeping ſlave, though tractable and dul; 
As viful Woman for her ends would chuſe. 

| hall ever dote as I have done: For oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell! 
3 Tis Heav'n to have thts and without thee Hell. 
bi Mon. Caſtalio! ſtay! we muſt not part. I find 
My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apacez 
Theſe little Quarrels. Love muſt needs forgive, 
i rouſe up drowſie thoughts, and wake my S 
Oh! charm me with che Muſick of thy Tongue , 
I'm ne'er ſo bleſt, as when 1 hear thy Yows yl 
Ind liſten to the Language of thy Heart. 
Ca. Where am !] ſurely Paradiſe is roung mot 
Sv planted by the hand et Heaven grow — 4 


k n 
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Andevery 147 is full of thy PerfeRion. - 
To hearghes might.calm a mad-mans Frenzy, > 
Till by attention he forgot his ſorrowszʒ 

But to behold 2 Eyes, th amazing Beauties 
Might make him rage again with Love, as . by 
To touch thee's Heay'n, hut to enjoy hee, oh! 
Thou Natures whole perfection! in one mow) - 

Sure framing; thee Heav'n took unuſual care, 

As its own Beauty it deſign'd thee Fair; 
And form's aepr che en lor d Angel there. [ Exit. 
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8 c E N E I 
Au- Pohdor, and Page. | 


1 Poljdar,, 


Wang ſo kind ? Expreſs ĩt to me all EG 
In words, twill make me think I fax it t . 
Pag. At firſt 1 5 they had been mottal | Foes; 3 
rer 7 5 re diſturb d, 
Each c che o bg 'd,yerboth.ſo . 5 
They ſcorn'd ſubmifh 7705 11 8 h Love all the while 
The Rebel plaid , and ſcarce could he contain d. 
Pol. But hat ſucceeded 2... 2 
Pag. Oh'twas yordergus pretty! 1 FE 
For of a ſudden all the's torm was paſts. 9 
A gentle calm of Love ſucceeded it; wa Hb _— 
Monimia figh'd and bluſnt, =". Fg 3 > „ 
As your My Lord, I well remember, did  _ © © 18 
N cs inche Orange Grove, Z 
wk, * 
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M ambitious Sou 
1'll have her yet; by my beſt hopes Iwill. 
She ſhall be mine in ſpight of all her Arts. 


— —— — 


1 


When was belt prefert dro aide "I oh 
- Pol. Happy 3 Now, by my GrearScul , , 
that Languiſhes to Glory, 8 


But for Caſtalio why was J refus'd? 


Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul play, 


Traduc'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not dot. 


It muſt be ſo: we parted, and he met her, THE 
Half to compliance brought by me, ſurpriz'd d 
Her ſinking Vertue till ſhe yielded quite: 


So boachers baſely pick up tired Game, 


_ Whilſtthe fair Hunter's cheares and — Prey. 


Ba a 
Pag. My Lord! "= | 

Pol. Go to your Chamber and — your Lute i 
Find out fome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
Womens Hypocriſies, their ſubtile wiles 3 


Betraying ſiniles, feign'd tears, inconſtancies, 


Their painted outſides, and cotrrupted minds, 


5 * ſum of all their follies 5 and their falſhoods. 


| Enter Servant. e EY 


Ferd. oh 0 unhappieſt rang Tongue c er eld! 
pol. The matter! 

Serv. Oh! your Father, my 00d N 8 

As with his Gueſts he ſate in mirth raisꝰd hi igh , = 1 Fr 


And chas'd the Goblet round the joyful Board, 85 


A ſudden trembling ſeiz d on all his Limbs; 3, 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; His Viſage pale! 


His ſpeech for ſook him; Life it ſelf ſeem'd 18. 2 
e Alla al his Friends are FIG "yy ou him. 7 
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THE ORPH AN. 


Enter Acaſto leaning 0 on e. pi 


deaf. Support me, give me Air, Ill yer recover, 
'Twas but a ſlip decaying Nature made, | 
For ſhegrows weary near her Journeys end. 
where are my Sons? Come near, my Polyder , 
Your Brother | where's gelte "HEH | 

Serv. My Lord, 8 
I've ſearch'd, as you commanded, all the houſe , 7 
He and Monrmiaare not to be found. 

Acafl. Not to be found, Tis well; then where 

are all my Friends? 

Ihope they Il pardon an unhappy fault 
M'unmannerly infirmity has made. 101% 
Death could not come in a more welcome 3 , 9 "= 
For I' meprepar'd to meet him, and mEthinks 4 = 
Would live _ 175 with all my nne ne. 335 


' Enter Cattalio. en ” 505 


Caf. Ang als preſerve my deareſt Fathers Likes E 
Bleſs k with long uninterrupted days: © 
Oh! may he live till time it ſelf decay . 
Till good men with ſhim dead, or I offend him * 

Acaft, Thank you, cal 3 give me both ber 


hands, 6 5 1 
And bear me up, I'd walk: So. now weiin = 
I appear as great as Hercules himſelf, + RY - 
8 the Pillars he had rais c. . - -—— 1 
Caff, My 3 your Chaplin. | 


Acaſt. Let the good man enter. 
coy Heaven guard Nan Lordſhip, ad rte. 
| —_ I have provided bes [dyes 3 
_ Saws 6 * a ſcandal IT Of, 2 
_ as thus e Wwe, 2 1 8 
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g 6. THe | OR A N. 
And for the Eſtate, you'll find 8 
I have divided it betwixt you both 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my loves 
Only to ſweet Monimia, I've bequeath d 
Ten thouſand Crowns, a little Portion for ber, 
Jo wed her hononrably as ſhe's born. 
Be not leſs frien — you're 8 5 | un. 
The man that's ſingular, hismind's unſumd, 
His Spleen o'er-weighs his Brains; but above ah: 

- Avoid the mae, the factious ſools. 
The buſie, e. „ talking, harden d Knave; 
The — 1 Rogue, that fins W his 

Reaſon; 
Calls ſawcy loud Suſpicion i bei Zeal * 
And Mutiny the Dictates of his Spirit. 

Be very careful how ye make aceivlents f. 99 575 
Men read not Morals now, tho mara Cuſtoms, . | 
But all are to their Fathers Vioes born; S hk. 
And in their Mothers Ignorance are bred, 
Let Marriage be the laſt mad thing ye do, 

For all the Sins and fol lies of the paſt 

If you hare Children, never give heeahncridden; , 

.. *Twill ſpoil their Fortune, Fools are all the ane 

If yave Religion, keep it do your ſel ves, |! 

| Atheiſt; will elle make uſe of Tolerationn, 

And laugh yeouron't, never ſhew Religion 

Except ye mean to paſs for Knaves of Conſcience 5 

I :! be poor er e de 

Serin. My Father! 

Acaſt. My hearts Darling! 
Serin. Let my Knees 

[Fix to the Earth. Ne'er letmyEyeshave telly. 

"yh But wake and weep till Nea ten veſtor Father | 

Acaſt. Riſe to my Arms, and cy kit N are 

1 anſwer d N 

St Fa thow rt awondrouscxirit of 4 _ 

Horn for 1 joy; and qe t felt when near . 

[15 Clbatnont! — Chan. 


£2. 
446. yer 


5 2 Iſee are N es > und about you: 8 


7 im third in the Trade of Courtſhip ;\ 


So 1 would open my whole heart at once, 


Whilſt 1 at Friend diſtance ſee himbleſt, 


E ORPAAR, Oe. 


ebe My Lord wut prove not an er 5 
Omen: 


8 
1 


wr am come to a Bleſſing too. My 
. May "ſt thou behippy LOS To 
— Where? 1 ; 4; 
Huſh." In all thy wiſhes! : - 
Cham, Confirm me ſo , and make POL Fair One 1 
ine. ' 


4 , 
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And know not how to deal Love out with Art, 
Onſets in Love ſeem beft like thoſe in Var, 
Fierte, reſolute, and done with all the force, 


And pour out the abundance of my Sou. 
 Acaſd, What ſays Serma ? canſt thou love A 
Sour? > 
One born ro Honour and co Honourbredy 
One that has learnt to treat ev'n Foes with kindneſs 
To wrong no good mans Fame, nor praiſe himſelf. 
Serin. Oh! name not Love, for chat's e to 
And 8 dokbe: a Araraet to my heart, „ 
Wberi you're in danger. Ma clan, 4 Fortune _ 
Render him lovel S ſome happier Maid: - 


Ko. 1720 . purſue her, conquer and ene 8 


And, 0 y Son, a third of all my Fortune 

Shall be my Lot: <* b 

But keep thy Eyes from wandring , man of feailey , ds 

Beware the dangerous Beauty oft e wanton, 

Shun their enticements; Ruin like a Vulture 

Waits on L Conqueſts: Falſehood tos their, * 
buſineſs, 9 


They pot falſe 7 off to all the World; 
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My Friends, tis late, 
For my diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, 
And I methinks begin to feel new 267k ; 


Good-night | my Friends, Heaven 10 70 all 


To morrow early we'll ſalute the day, , 1 1 


hour, 1 
Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and”ryill be Charity... 
To lend your Converſation to a Stranger. 1 
Cbap. Sir, you are a Souldier? "oc aa 
Cbam. Yes. WO. mY 
FCbap. Loves Souldier, , - _ | 4 ni 
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Leave kalle endearments to the Fools that love em, 


And when they marry, to their filly Husbands 
They bring falſe Vertue, broken Fame, and Fortune. 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord: 
Polyd. Yes, my fair Monitor » old men always 
talk thus. 
Acaſt. Chamont, you told me of ſome doubts that 
preſt you. 


Are you yet ſatisfied that Iam your Friend? 


Cham. My Lord, I would not loſe that Gs 


For any bleſſing I could wiſh for. 


As to my fears already I have loſt em; 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you. 
Acaſd. 1 thank you. Daughter you muſt do ſo too. 


Caſt, Would you bur reſt, it might ore you 
EN quite. | 
Arg. Yes, I'll to bed; old men muſt bumour 
e weakneſs. 
Let tne have Muſick then to lull and chaſe _ 
This melancholy thought of Death away. 


good · night! 
Find out new pleaſures, and redeem loſt time. |; 
5 [ Ex, all bat Chamont and Chaplain. 
Chim, Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Gravity, a word with n 
Chap. With me, Sir? 
Chan. If youre at leaſure, Sir? well waſte an 1 


— rr 
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And had been one my ſelf, but that my Parents 

Would make me whar you ſee me; z yer Lam honeſt 

For all I wear black. 

Cham. And thats a wonder: 

Have you had long dependance on this ni! 

Chap. I have not thought it ſo, becauſe, my time's 

Spent pleaſantly, My Lord's not haughty nor im- 

ä perious 3 | 

Nor I gravely whimſical, he has good Nature, * 

And I have manners; 

His Sons too are civil to me, becauſe 

do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 

J meddle with no mans buſineſs but my own ; 

I riſe in a morning early, ſtudy moderately , „ 

Eat and drink chearfully, live loberly ' 

Take my innocent pleaſures freely, 

So meet with reſpect, and am not the jeſt of the ra- | 

mily, 
| Cham. I'm glad) you are ſo happy 

A pleaſant fellow this, and may be uſeful, 

Knew you my Father, the old Chamont ? 
Chap. I did. and was moſt ſorry when we loſt him. 
Cham, Why? didſt thou love him: 
Chap. Every body lov'd him; belides he was my 

Maſters Friend. ... 
Cham, I could embrace thee for they: very Notion. \_ 

If thou didſt love my Father, 1 could think i" 

Thou wouldſt not be an Enemy to me. oy 
Chap, I can be no mans Foe. | 1 ad Ft 
Cham, Then prithee rell me , —_—_— 

Think'ft thou the Lord Caſt alto loves my Siſter? . 

Nay, never ſtart. Come, come, I know thy Office _ —_ 

Opens thee all the Secrets ol che Family. be 

Then if thou art honeſt, uſe chisFreedomkindly. 0 
Chap. Love your Siſter "95 
Cham, Ay, Love her. » 

8 Sir, I never * him, 


And wonder you ſhould askt it me. 
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e 480 
Cham. Nay , but th art an Hypocrie, | 5 is is there 
> >. OE 

Of all thy Tribethat's honeſt i in your Schools? 
The pride of your Superiours makes ye Slaves: 
Te all live loathſom ſneaking ſer vile lives; 
| Not free enough to practiſe generous Truth, 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Chap. I would deſerve a better thought from you.. 
Cham. 2, thou would' ſt have me not neee 
Office 
And Character, think all thy Brethren Knaves 


Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt <4 Hp 
Inform me; for Itell thee, Prieſt, III know. 
Chap. Either he loves her, or he wach has wrong'd 
her. 
Cham. How wrong'd her? Have acate: ken ons 


may lay 
A Sceneof miſchief to undo usall. 5 
But tell me, wrong'd her, ſaid'ſt thou? 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 204 
Cham. This is a ſecret worth a Monarchs Fortune : 
Whar ſhall Igive thee for't! thou dear Phyſician + 
Ot ſickly Souls, unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine. 
Chap. I would hide nothing from you ili 
Cham. Nay, then again thou' rt honeſt. Welle 


thou tell me? ] 
Chap, Yes „if I durſt. | . | 
"6k bam. | why wiide affrights thee? : 


| Who! 4 not to be truſted with rhe Secret. 
Cham. Why; Lam no Fool. 


Chap. So indeed you ſay. 
. Prithee, be ſerious then. 
Chap. © _YouſeeIlamſo, 


And hardly ſhall be mad enough to-night, _ _ _ 2 


HE ORPHAN „ 
To truſt you with my Ruine. | POUR 
S Cham. Art chou de 
So far concern d in't 2 What has been thy Gffitr? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villains Face! 
Juſt ſo do all Bawds look ; Nay , Bawds, „en 
Can pray upon occaſion, talk of Heav n, 
Turn up their gogling Eye balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Pricſt. 
Art thou a Bawd 2 
Chap. Sir, I'm not often us d thus. 
Cham. Be juſt hen. 


Chap. Fol be tothe truſt that „hid 
Upon me. 
Cham. Buy the reverenced Soul 


Of chat Great honeſt man that gave me Being, 

Tell me but What thou know'ſt concerns my Honour , 3 

And if le er reveal it to thy wrong, 

May this good Sword ne er do me right in Battle! 

May I ne er know that bleſſed peace of mind, 

That dwells in good and pious men like thee! - _ 
Chap. I ſee your temper” 8 moved, ; = I will trult 


55 ou. 

| Chas Wilt thou? | 
Chap. Il Will; but if it ever or ſeips Jou. f 
Cham, Itneverſhall. | 
Chap. Spear then. 
Cham. FF 


That's dear to me, byth' Honour of my Name, 
And by that Power I ſerve, it never ſhall, © © 


buſie, 
When mirth : and kind rejoycing fill d each Room; 5 
As I was walking in the Grove! met them. 


Cham. What met them in the Grove 
Tell me. | 


i ; - 


Chap, Thenthisgood dy, Wee = 


How? Walking, ſtanding, ſting , 1ying f At 1 
Nee I by her ovrn wee net n 1 
| C5 8 Receiy 4 
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„ THE ORPHAN 
| Receiv'd their Marriage Vows , 8 nne their ir hands 


| But why would you delay ſo long to give it? 


I do not like this Marriage 


The buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. 5 1 
Keep ſtill the ſecret; for it ne er ſhall *ſcape me, 


Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs; 
Elſe, prithee, tell me why that Look caſt down? 
Why that ſad ſigh as if thy heart were breaking * 


he Heavenly powers were ſurediſpleas'd to * Fj 
Poor at the eremony as we ſtood , | 
And as your Hand was kindly join d with mine, 


Cham. How married! 
Chap. Yes,. Sir. IA 1 
Cbam. Then my Soul's at peace: 


Cbap. Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old 1 „ may be I was too ee 5 
To truſt the ſecret from me. 8 2 2 

Cham. What's the cauſe 7 
I cannot _ though 'tis my Siſters Honour, | 


Hudl'd i'the dark, and done too much aventure: 
Not ev'n to them, the new match't Pair. Farewel , 


Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend. 
8 34 Exeunt. 


Enter Caſtalio, aud Monimia. 


Caf. Young Chament, and the Chaplain! fure 
tis they! 4 


No matter what's contriv'd or who ennfulted. 5 
Since my Monimia's mine; tho this ſad Look 


Mon. Caſtalio, I am thinking what we ve done. 3 


As the good Prieſt prondunc'd the Sacred Words, Af 4 
"Paſſion grew bigg and I could nor forbear, 
Tears c d my eyes, and trembling ſeiz'd wy, 


What ſhould that mean? 
. Oh thou arr tender ally 


+. 
. 
r 


7777 
2 


Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature? 
When a {ad ſtory has been told, I've ſeen 

Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 

Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds; „ 

But now let fear bebaniſht, think no more 

Of danger, for there's ſafety in my Arms; 

Let them receive thee: Heav n gro jealous now , / 

Sure ſhe's too good for any Mortal Creature 

I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to madneſs, 

But wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs? 

The Night's far ſpent and Day draws on apace; 

To Bed my Love and wake till I come thither. 


THE ORPHAN. 3 


Pol. So hot my Brother? ¶ Polydore ar che Dorn. 


Mon, Twill be impoſſible: 

You know your Fathers Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt noiſe will certainly alarm him. 

Caft. Impoſſible? impoſlible? alas! 
Isrpoſſible to live one hour without thee? _ 7 
Let me behold thoſe Eyes; they'l tel] me truth. 
Haſt thou no longing ? Art thou ſtill the ſamm 
Cold Icy Virgin? No; th art alter d quite. 
Haſte, ht to Bed, and let looſe all thy wiſhes. : 

Mon. 

rul'd. 


is but one Night, my Lord, 1 pray oy 


Caſt. Try if th! alt Payerzoſtopa flowing Tide, ", 


Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be Calm; _ 39:7 


And when that's done I'll Conquer my deſires. 
No more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the ſi ign? - 
When ſhallT come? For to my Joys 1'll ſteal , 

As if  ne'er had paid my Freedom for then? 


Men. Juſt three ſoft troaks upon che Chander | 


door. 


And at that Signal al you ſhall gain Admittance: bo 85 3 


But ſpeak not the leaſt word:; for if you ſhould, 
Tis ſurely heard, and all will be bettay d. 55 2 


Caſt. Oh! doubt i it not Menimrs. 3 
"hall pe 8 leds as the E bliſs 


— —— —. bm pe HATS. HAI 


S8 _— ORPHAN 


| Of Souls, that by intelligence converſe: _ * 

4 ' Immortal pleafutes walls our ſenſes drown: 
Thought ſhaltbe loft , and ev'ry Pow 'r diſſol vd: 
Away, my Love; firſt take this kiſs. Now haſte. 
I long for that to come, yet grudge each minute paſt, 


Fn, Mon. 
My Brother vandting too fo larethis way 95 

Pol Caſtalio! _ 

Ca. ny Polydore, how doſtthoii? 
| How does out Father ? is he well recover'd? 
Val. 1 left him happil compos'd to Reſt; 
He's ſtill as gay as if his life were 188 


But how does fair Monimia ? e 
Caſt. Doubtleſs well. „ 

A Cruel Beauty with ber Conque 2, 
| Is always joyful, and her mind in healtn. | 
Pol. Is ſhe the fame Mamimis ſtillfhe was? It 
| May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould? k As 
Caf. She's not Woman elſe: 1 Bi 
Tho I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping 1 I. 


| | W'ave in a baren defate ſtray d roo long. 
Pol, Yet may reliefbe unexpected found, 
And Loves fweet Manna cover all the ficld. 
Met ye to day ? 
Ca No, ſhe has il avoided ine; 
Her rother too is jealous of her grown, I 
And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I ʒWiſh l'd never me led with the matter, 
And would enjoyn thee PolJaor... 
Pol. To what? 
ut. To leave chis Pervih Beauty to * TY 
Fol. 1 quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit * 


we” "Jo fight, and like a Coward run awa 
No, by my Stars, Ill chaſe her till the 1 yields 
XS Ef me, or meets her Reſcue in Another. 

RG oy the has Beauty that W | 


„„ 2 ca fwd 


HE ORPHAN. 


Of mighty Kings, ſet che World at odds; 
ut I 5 5 rings et on my 751 - 
That would pet ſwade thee, were they k 

Pol. Then ſpeak em. 
What are they Came ye to ber Window we 
To learn em now? [+ 5 have a care; 3 3 
Uſe honeſt dealing with your Friend and Brother. 5 
Believe me, I'm not with my Loye ſo blinded, 
But can diſcern your purpoſe to ule: me, 

Quit your pretences to her. | 
Caſt, Grant I do, _ 3 
You love Capitulations, FED 3 Ty 
And but upon conditions would oblige me. Ob 

Pol. You fay , you've Reaſons, Why are they 
cancealed? 

Cafi. To morrow Imay: tell you 

It is a matter of fuch Circus , 

AsI muſt well Conſult er 1 reveal: 


But, prithee, ceaſe to think LI would, teens. 


h Till more be known. -415;1- 6 
| Pol. When jou, Ca#alto.. ceaſe, e 
; To meet Monim unknown tome, e 
And then deny ;ixflayiſhly » I'll cea OST es 
Tothink Co ets his . | 15 b 
Did 3 you part this very omg 
Ca 4 


ebe os he TY 
orn the 


Cafs. Prichee 1 avoid a thin * may rer 
Pol. That is Nene forward making Leagues: ih 


you. 


capt! Nay, if y are an 17 4 Pal dar , good Night. - . ' 


77 Pol. Good Night, Ca algo, 1 Vare in ſuch ha "6 
6 He little thinks I've overheardth' es $I * 


This is t arne . > 701181 
Or now II. . 


But to his Chamber's gone to wait a While, n of 1 
| Then come and tale poſſeſſion ofmy Loves //. 100 = | 


& THE ORPHAN 


Ohl fora means now howto Counterplot spe. 


And diſappoint this happy Elder Brother. Ke 

In every thing we do, or undertaxke, u 

He ſoars aboye me, mount what height cans” „ 
And keeps the ſtart he got of me in Birth. 1 

nt, 5 l ENS 10 

VCC I 

Ener .. An 

Fay: My Lordi 5 . 

Pol, Come hither, Bohr He 

Thou haſt a pretty forward Lying ede: Te 

' And may'ſt in time expect preferment: canſt thou | lh 

Pretend to ſecreſie, Cajole and flatter =O! 

Thy Maſters follies, and aſſiſt his pleaſures? Tt 

Pag, My Lord I could do any thing for you,” = © 

And ever be a very faithful Boy. WB 

Command, what e're's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve, II 

| Be it*ro run, to watch; or roconvey (' | II 

.A Letter to a Beautous Ladys Bofom ; : 1 

At leaſt I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould len. A 

* Pol. Tis pity chen thou ſhould e e W 

So to my Brother, he's in's Chamber no . 

Uncdreſſiſig and preparing for his reſt, BI 

Find out ſome means to keep him upa While It 

Tell him a pretty Story that may pleſfe . 

His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter whatz © W 

Il he ſhould ask of thee, tellhim Pm gone WO 

To Bed, and ſent you there to know his pleaſure, Al 

ES Whether he'l Hunt toMorrow. _ © | Bl 

seg. Well ſaid Polydore; © 1 8 At 

Diſſemble with thy Brother, D 

pe. That's one Point: * 


But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; [Ln 
Or ifhe chance to walk again this way, N 
3 oy andedo- not quit him, bur kemfond 


2% 
— 


* # 

LH 

7 N 
N | 


| With care to lay the buſineſs of her Jo 


THE ORPHAN.- 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then 


Retire and wait till I come in. Away: | 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again 


kind 
To me; would a ſet me on bis knees ; N 
Then give me Sweet · Meats, call me pretty Boy, 
And askt me what the Maids talkt of at Nights. 
Pol. Run quickly chen » and proſperous be thy 

.__ Withes, Exit Page. 
Here I'm alone and fit for miſchief : now, 
To cheat this Brother, wilt be honeſt that, 
I heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to ons ty 

Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to change 

The happy Polydor to bleſt CaSfalio ! 

She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 

But I may fit her Arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
Than Senſe can think „all looſen'd into Joy: . 
To hear m diſappointed Brother come 8 
And gi ve che unregarded Signal; Oh! 7 
Whas: a malicious plcaſure will that be! wo 
Juſt three ſoft ſtroaks againſt the Chamber door: : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word, for if you ſhould, , 
Ir's ſurely heard, and we are both betray d. 
How adore a Miftreſs that . 45 


b 


One that has wit to chatm the very . 1 
And give a double reliſh'ro delight 1 
Bleſt Heav'n, aſſiſt me bur Thar hour» „ 
And my kind Stars be but propitious now, , © ' ., | 
Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe, i Ou 
Monimia ! Monimia! © bee 2 
( Maid at chende.) WR 'srhers! . 5 
Pol. Th © Tf. 
Maid. My Lord Ci © OS 


Paz. Doubt not, my Lord : he has been always 
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8 as 
How does my Love, my Dear Monimia? _ 


5 She wonders much at) your unkind delay, , 72 85 


park; us hunt. 


III ſtay at home to morrow, if your Lord 


alt 0 to Bed. 


1 you think, and ſing you to repoſe. 
Caf. No, my kind Bye the gh is wp. 5 


And ready all with me to go to reſt. 
Good night: commend me to my Re 


. You never heard the laſt new Song Llearn't; 0 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, | 


| . 3 my Lord and my. Lady» you. kno who, the 


n 
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THE ORPHAN: 


Maid; Oh!. 


ou'ye ſtaid ſo long the at each little Noiſe 
The Wind but makes, ſhe asłs if you are coming. 
Pol. Tell her Im here, and let the door be 3 
L Maid Deſceudi. 


Now boaſt, Caftalio. triumph now and tell 
: Thy ſelf ſtrange ſtories of a promis d A 
[ The Daor unbolti. 
It opens, hah! what means my Ur . 4. 


Limbs, do your Office and ſupport mew 
Bear me to her 4 then aue VOOR - 


Euter Caſtalio aud Page. 
Indeed, my Lord, 'rwill be e Marning 
Caſt. Go you're an idle pratler, 2 


Thinks fit, he may command my e * pp 


me, 


l wait upon your Long. 


waſted , 


My Senſes tooare quite diſrob'doftl l 


pag. Oh! 


were caught 


| Together , you know where. 50 Lad, . | 


It Is, 
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you rell her 1 told you 5 She uw give wy 0 1 


* Fits ae eee | 1 5 ö 


HE GRT HAN. 
Caſt, You muſt be whipt, Youngſter, if yo ger 
ſuch Songs as thoſe are. 
What means this Boys impertinence to-night 7 ws 
Pag. Why what muſt 1 ling pray, _ __ 
Lord? 
Caſt, Pſalms , Child, Pines | 5 
Pag. Oh dear me! Boys that go to School learn 
Plalms, hut Pages chat are better . Lam: 


)00NS$, 


Cat. Well, leave me, Tm wear 

Pag. Oh but you promis d me aſt time I told ; 
you what Colour my Lady Monimias ſtockings were 
of, and that ſhe garrer'd them above Knee, that you 
would give me a little horſe to go a hunting upon, ſo 
you did. I'll tell you no more Stories „ _—_ you 
keep your word with me. 

Caſt. Well, go you Trifler, and to morrow ask me. 

Pag. Indeed my Lord, I can't abide to leave you. 

Caſt. why, wert thou inſtrocted to attend me? 

Pag. No, no, indeed, indeed my Lord, 1 war BOT. | al 
But I know what! know, - +, _ 

Cat. What doſt thouknow ? Death! whatcanall _—_ 
this mean? _ 

Pag. Oh! I know who Frakes ſome body... 

Caſt. what's that to me, Boy ? N 
Pag. Nay, Ts ee loves you too. 
Caſt. That is a wonder, prithee tell it nme. 5 1 

Pag. That... dig. I Eno . bat will OE N a 
me the Horſe then? Siu 14 

Caſt. Iwill, my child. en eee 7e+ ol 

Pag. It is my Lady louie | look you; 3 burdon's "5: 


play things then. 
I heard her ſay ſo as ſhe lay bei, Mah. ord 1; 
Caſt. Talkt ſhe of me when in her bed, Corda 


% THE 'OKPRAN 
And ſhedid fo figh, and fo look with her Eee 
And her Breaſt did ſo lift up and down; I could have 

ji found in my Hearr to ave beat em, for they 
il made mean . 

Caſt. Heark, what's that Noiſe 

Take this, be gone, and leave me. DL Ex. Page. 

You Knave, you little flatterer, get you gone. 

—_— was a Noiſe, Hiſt... only Fancy: 

For all is huſht, as Nature wereretir'd, 

And the perpetual Motion ſtanding ſtill: 

So much ſhe from her work appears to ceaſe 
And every warring Element's at peace: 
All the wild Garin their Coverts couchtz + 

Ihe Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze repair'd; 
And to the murmurs of the Waters ſleep"; + © 


| The flecting Air's at reſt and feels no noife, + + 1 
Except of ſome faint Breaths among the Trees, Hc 

= Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reſt upon em. 
| 3 


1 "Tris now chat guided by my Love Igo, 
= | : To take Poſſeſſion of Monimias Arms. 

1 Sure Polydor's by this time gone to Bed. 
At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untract, 


To make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold,. 1 

| And Feaſt his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon. 

i ENG JJC © 
| She hears me not, ſure ſhealready fleeps, © Wis 

1 Her wiſhes could not brook ſo long Delay, T 

R And her poor Heart has beat it ſelf toreſt 

— © 75> Tao 

ik  Monmia! my Angel... hab... not yet... 


| 
| j How long'sthe ſhorteſt Moment of dela g 
JIoa heart impatient of its pangs like mine; 


Iͤn1 ſight of eaſe and panting to the Goal. Wes 
Once more. 1 INH, 
* : Marc, Who's there: oe LOS 


CPN) 4. 1.J eq =* 


That comes thus rudely to diftarb our Reſt 30 Fa 5 1 


— —— — — 
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tris 6RPHAN. 7 


Caſt, 'Tis ; | 
Maid, Who are you, What's your Name? 


Caſt. Suppbſe 
| * r Caftatio. 
1 ktiow ou not. 
the reve Eaftatio has a ; buſinels ere. 
cal. ek ! have a cate,what can this mean ue 


Thou 7 Icharge thee to Mittin n 
* 17 I'm PA abt ma 2 and wait upon my doom. 
0 Ce ye ate, Lan may bed this 
outrage, | 

My Lady muſt not be diſtrub d. Good Night 1 
| Caf. She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall; go I'm in haſte, 
And bring her tydings from the State of Lore, 
Tirareall in conſultation met t 850 , 


rown her been. T 


How to reward my Truth, 
Mas » Sure the man” S ma 5 N 
S Or this uin make me fo, 5 


Obey me, or by all the wrongs J ſuffer. 
Ill ſcale the Window, and come in by force, 22 
Let the ſad Conſequence be What it will. 8 
This Creatures friting folly makes me mad, 
| Maid. M t anſwer is, Rag? may 41 
8 She ſays the K o you : I Youa ar Polydor 7 
; Sent by Caftalio as you were to day; 
Taffrontanddo her violence again, 
Caſt. I'Il nor believ 8 
Mad. Tou may Sir. 


Caſt. Curſes 2 
Maid. well tis a fine cookEyeping . 
0 May cure the raging Feaver in your Blood 
„ ood night! 
"0 Caſt, And farewell all that cj ome. <0 
4 4 This j 15 contriv d, a ſtudied Trick t to abuſe 75 +7 ERC” 
6. My eaſie ſature, and Jud my dey, 5 
| dure now b has Bound me fa ſt 
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a THE ORP BAN. 
To rein me hard „ and ride me at her will „ 
Till by degrees ſhe ſhape me into Fool Res 
For all her future uſes. Death and Torment! 
I is impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 
Ohl could grow ev 'n wild, and tear my hair. 
'Tis well, Monimia, that thy Empire ſhort ; - 
Let but to morrow , but to morrow come TE 
And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my wrong: 
Till when be this deteſted place myBed, ¶ Lies down 
Where Iwill ruminate on Womans Ills, 8 


Laugh at my ſelf, and curſe th — 
Fair leſs: Monimia! Oh Monimia! 2: 


Enter Erneſto. 


r Either | | 
My Senſe hasbeen deluded, or this way 1775 
I heard the ſound of ſorrow; tis late night, 


And none, whoſe mind's at Peace, would wander B 

2 now. Se 
I Qa. Who s there? A 
ET A Friend. 1 
r 5 If thou art ſo, retire, E 


And leave this place, for I would be alone. 
En. Caſtalio! My Lord, why in this <P" 
Stretch d on the Ground Tour honeſt true old 
Servant, 
| Your poor Erneſto cannot ſee you cus: : 
| Riſe L beſeech you. 
Caſt. © "Ffthouarr ehe. 
As by thy honeſty thou der tobe, 
Onde leave me to my uy, 8 
Eru. -* "Tean't 3 you 3 
And not the reaſon know of your diforders; - |, 
| Remember how when young I in my Arms 
Have often born you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures, 
And ne foug's an carly ware! in your Affection. x EE 


2 
9 N 


THE ORPHAN. . 53 
Do not diſcard me now , bur let me ſerve vu. | 
caſt. Thou canſt not ſerve me. 
Ern. n 
Call: Becauſe my choughts 
Are full of Woman, thou poor Wretch art paſt em. 
Ern. I hate the Sex. 
Caſt. hben l'm thy Friend, Erneſto T Riſes, 
I'd leave the World for him that hates a Woman: 
in. BW Woman the fountain of all Humzne Frailty ! 
What mighty Ills have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman. - 
Who loſt Mas & Anthony the World? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten years War, 
And laid at laſt Old Troy in Aſhes? Woman. 8 
Deſtructive, damnable , deceit ful J Woman. 
Woman to Man firſt as a Bleſſing giv'n, 3 
When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, "We 
5 Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay 
der n But quickly Woman long d to go aftray,  _ 
sd ome fooliſh new Adventure needs muſt prove, 
And the firſt Devil ſhe ſaw , ſhe chang d her Love 5 
Jo his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin d 
Her Soul, and * an Apple damn e : . 
xit. 
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8 C E N E. I. 
Acafto ſolu: 


Acaſto. 


Bees be che Morn that has brought me health ; 
aber py reſt has ſoftned pain „ 

And I'll forget it, hor h my mind's not well. 
A heavy melancholly In my hearr 

Idroopand fgh, I know not why: Dark Dreams, 7 
Sick ee Children have been oyerbuſſe » | 
And all the Is ight irs ee in my Brains. 
Weed eardthe Ae t Raven cy; „ 
Wak d withth' i imagin'd Noiſg, my Curtains wa 
To ſtart, and at my wg 5 my Sons appear d 
Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I ſtrove to ſpeak, 
But could not; ſuddenly the Forms were loſt, 

And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody Cloud. 
AI as odd, and for the preſent ſhook my thoughts; 
But ' twas th effect of my diſtemper d blood; 
I And when the Health's diſturb'd, the Mind's unruly. 


Enter Polydor 


Good Mcrning „ Polydor. 
Pol. Heaven keep your Lordſhip. 
caſt, Have you yet ſeen Caftalio today? 
Pol, * e 'tis 2 77 FO he's hardly: riſen. . 


; 2 
+ , 
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nn IS 
Acaft. Go, call him up, and meet me in the 
„ Seel! LEW. 
Icannax think all has gone well to night; N 
For as Iwaking lay ( and ſure my ſenſfe 
Was then my own) methought I heard my Son 
Caſtalios Voice; hut it ſeem d low and mournful 
Under my Window too I thought I heard it; 


— 
. 
" 


A 


M'*untoward fancy could notbẽ deceiv © 
Ineyery thing; and I will ſearch che truth out, 


Already up oni mis | you roſe 

Thus early ſurely to out · ſhine the Day! | 

Or was there any thing that croſt yourreſt? 

They 1 naughty thoughts that wou d nat let you 
„ee 3 


Mon. mom are my thoughts, wyLord ,1've 
'yyourExanplerocorredtthir ls, == © 
And Morn , and Eyening; to give up th Account, 

Acaft. Vour Pardon, Sweet one, 1 upbraid you 


| 5 11 1 . 25.17, 4 na 
.Orif = 4 you are ſo good I could no. 
Though I'm decei vd, or you're more fair to da; 
For Beauty's heighten d in your Checks , and Fil „ 
Your Charms ſeem up x: and ready in your Eyes. 
We The _ ow 177555 o Very mean, 0 LS 1 1 
Ihat it may eaſily admit Adduion;;ñß]ĩiT.́•:⁰ 
4 Though * , the Lord, (ſhould moſt ofallbewars + i 
Jo give it too much praiſe,, and make me proud. 
Acaſt. Prqudotan Old Mans praiſes} No, Mas 
| ; FY 74 2 35 Be A 
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But if my Prayers can do you ang god dh 
Thonſhals ava eee re of em. 
Heard you no Noiſe to nights ] 
An. + Noe! my good Lordi — 


—— ———ů— — 


1 THE ORPH A N. 
Acaſt. Ay! about Mi Inight. 1 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 
Acaſi You muſt ſure ! went you early to your reſt? 
, Mov. About the wonted nour. Why chis Enquiry ? 


1 Lt. 
1 Acaſt. And went your Maid to bed too? 
| Mon. My Lord, I gueſs ſo; 
| I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 7 
Acaſt. Sure Goblings then, or Fairies haunt the 
duwelling; 
I'll have inquiry made through all che Houſe ; 
It. Zut I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. 
Good Day tothee, AMenimia... I] to o Chappel. 


x [ Ex. Acaſto, 
if Mon. Tilbur diſparch ſome 90 to my Woman : 
Wi And wait upon your Lordſhip there... 
Ifear the Prieſt has plaid us falſe; ifſo, . 


My Poor Caſfalio loſes all for me. 

I wonder though, he made ſuch haſte to leave me; 
Was't not unkind, Florella! ſurely twas! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting word, 

Baut went away ſo cold: The kiſs he gave me 
 Seem'd the forc d Complement of ſated Love. TE 
Would 1 had never marry'd! 7 4 
| Maid. Why? 

„ Methinks 

The Sen s quite alter d; I am not the ſame; 
ls ve bound up for my ſelfa weight of Cares, 
And how the burden will be born, none knows, 

A Husband may be jealous „rigid, falſe; GE 

And ſhould CHalio & er prove ſo to me; 
do tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 

AI uould ruin, and diſtraR i my reſt for ever. 
aid. Madam, he's coming. | 

n. Where, Florella! where? 1 
| Is he terurning? To my Chamber lead 
I meet him there; The Myſteries of our Lee 5 


7 yy * N 


. | | 


Should be kept private, as Religious Rites, 


THE ORPHAN % 


From the unhallow d View of Common Eyes. © 
| [ Ex. om and Maid. | 


* „ 
*. 
4 * 


er 7 Caſtalio, 


Ca wiſh'd Morning' scome: Andn now upon the 
Plains 

And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, | 
And with their Pipes proclaim the newiborn day. 
The luſty Swain comes with his well fill'd Scrip 
Of Healthful Viands , which, when hunger calls, 
With much content, and appetite he eats, 
To follow inthe Fields his daily Toil, . . 
And drels the grateful Glebe , that yeelds him Fruits 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges flepr, 
And weather'd out the cold bleak Night, areup, 
And looking towards the neighb'ring Paſtures, 2 iſe 


Their Voice, and bid their fellow Brutes Good n mar- 1 | | 


TOW. 5 ; 
The Chearful Birds too on the dope of Trees; 1 2004-4 
Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 

Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 

There's no Condition ſure ſo curſt as mine; 8 


I'm marry'd! Sdeath ! I am (ped. How + Dag! 


8 


Lookt Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff pages d? 1 1 
Munna | oh Monimia "IRR 


| Enter Monimia, and Maid, 


Mon. A oy lane; 


I fly to my ador'd Caſſalios Arms, , a5 iin 


My wiſhed Lord. May every Morn begin 
Like this; and with our Days our Loves renew, 
Now I = N are ſatisfy d. 


ir languiſhing) 15 13 4 | p 
Ds Cl. 
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Fer chou halt wrong'd c ll. 


„ THE ORPHAN 
"Cape. 


I am 
Well ſatistyd, chat thou art... Oh. , 


Mon. What? ſpeak: 


Art thou not well, Caftalio? Come lean 
VDpon my Breaſts, and tell me N re 's thy pain. 


Caſt. Tis here! tis in my Head; tis in my Heart, 
Tis every where; it rages like a madneſs 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds. 

Nay , wonder not, Menimia, the Slave 
You thought you had ſecur' d within my Breaſt, | 
Is growna Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 


| And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 


Aon. Am I not then your Wife, your loy'd a. 
nimia? | 


loonce was ſo, orl've moſt ſtrangely dream t. 


What ailes my Love? 
Caſs. What cer thy Dreams havebcen , ' 


Thy waking thoughts ne'er meant Cafalia well. 


No more, Manimia, of your Sexes Arts, 


They're uſeleſs all: Im not chat pliant Tool, 


That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me, 
I know my Charter better.. I am Man, 


| Obſtinate Man; and will not be enſlavd. 


Mon. Tou ſhall not fear't: Indeed wy Nawre's 
| eaſie; 


I ever live your moſt obedient Wit, 
Nor ever any priviledge pretend 


Beyond your will; for that ſhall bet my Law; 
Indeed I will not. 
Caf. 414 May's you ſhallnar Madam ; 

By you bright fieoven „ you ſhall not; all the ON 


III play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee z 


Till by Afflictions and continued Cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely Houſehold Dolan. - 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt de made 
Subſervient to all my looſer pleaſures; 


30 * 


„ 


e + 


THE ORPHAN. 9 
Mon. No more: OY 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence, 

Ill never quit you elſe; but on Theſe Knees, 


Thus follow you all day, till ih ug ee orn bare, 
re 


And hang upon you liks a e ature, 
Caſt alto TX" 77 N 
"Caf. + © fy, Walt night , laſt Night. 
Mon. It was our wedding Nigh ht. | 
Caſt. No more, forget it. 
Mon. wWhyz do you chen repent? al 
Caſt, . 1 | 
| Mon, Oh Heaven! 


And will you leave me thug? help, belp „ Florelta, 
| He drags her to the Door, and breaks Fam ber. 


Help me to hold this yet lov d cruel Man. 

Oh my heart breaks,... Im dying. Ob. 7 gende, 
I'll not indulge this dises weakneſs; ſtil! 
Chafr, and fomented, let my heart Well on, 

Till whk i Its injuries irburſt | ſhake. | 
With rhedire blow this ia” tothe Earth. 


this? 


Maid. What ſad miſtake has been the cauſe of | 


Mon. Caſtalio: Oh! how often has before, {1:8 


Nie e ould £3 2 the Sun andStarsgrawdarky WM 


F're he would falſiſie his Vows. to m: 

Make halle. , Clap then; Jun loſe thy 25 

Av Stars drc [ te the Farths vs 
For wy Caſtatro oo. 15 1 923 3 
Maid. | Unhappy Day! FRY 


Mon. wg” as the Wind the e * the : 


Weather 
| Cruelas Tygers o'er their crembling 1 
I feel him in my hreaſt, he tears my 
Ang at 8200 figh be drinks the guſhiog blood, 
Muſt I be eee we 


he 


F 
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THE ORPHAN. 


g Enter Chamont. 


" Ebain, In rears, Monimial 
=. Moth: Who cler thou art, 
leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair. 
Cbam. Lift up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes te 
e ee 
Tell me the ſtory of thy Wrongs; ; 05 then 
See if my Soul has reſt till thou haſt juſtice. 


4 Mon. My Brother? | 

F ' Cham, Ves, Monimia, if thou think'ſt 
1 That 1 deſerve the Name, I amrhy Brother, „„ 
i Mon. Oh Caſtalio! 


Cham. Hah! 

Name me that Name again! My Soul'son ""y 
Till I knowall: There's meaning in that Name. 
1 know he is thy Husband: Therefore truſt me 
With all the following rruth,., 

Mon. © | Indeed Chamont » 
There s nothing in it but the fault of Nature: 5 * 
I'm often thus iz d ſuddenly with grief, 

I know not why. 
bam. „ YOU ule dye Ul, Monimia 
And I might chink with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful dealing with your Brother. 
t [ Mon. Truly I'm not to blame: Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grie ve, for what as much may pleaſe another. 


Ir 


= 
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Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
Feuͤ0r che firſt fault? Youwou'd not do ſo: Wou'd you? 
*# | Cham. Not, if I'd cauſe to think it was a Friend. 
Aion. Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing? 
1 © I ne'er conceal'd my Soul from you before: 


Bear with me now, and ſearch my wounds no farther, 
1 |  Faxevery probing pains me to the Heart. 
th - "Cham. 'Tis fign there's danger i in't, and muſt be 
prevented 
. | 953 2 | 
4 


« 
hs 


| Where's | 


Where s your new Husband 3 Sell that thought | 
diſturbs you. 
What, only anſwer me with rears? Caftalio t. 
Nay , now they ſtream: 
Cruel unkind Caſtalio! ist not ſo? 
Mon. I cannot ſpeak, grief flows ſo faſt upon me, „ 
Ir A and will not let me tell the cauſe. | 
Oh 
Cham. My Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt t dear, . 
As honour to my name: Dear as the light 
To eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd ot blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt | 
The anguiſh that torments thee? 
Mon. © Oh! 1 date: not. 
Cham. I have no Friend but thee : we muſt confide 
In one another: Two unhappy Orphans , | 
Alas, we are; and when l ſee thee grieve » 
Methinks it is a part of me that ſuffers. 


Mon; Oh ſhouldit thou know the cauſe of my 


lamenting, 


I amſatisf'd, C + SHO wat thou wouldſt ſeorn mez : 
Thou wouldit deſpiſe the abje& loſt Monimia , 
No more wouldft praiſe this wretched Beauty: hat 
When in ſome Cell diſtracted, as ſhall be, 
Thou ſeeſt melye; theſe unreguarded Locks 1265 
Matted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs 
Chain'd ro the Ground, and ſtead of the delights” ., 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keepers ſtripes, 
A Bed of Straw., and a courſe-woodendiſh _ 37 


PREY * 
„ * 


Of wretched fiiſtenance* : When thou lee '{t me vice 5 5 | | 


Prithee bave Charity and pity for me. 

Let me enjoy this thought ? 

_ Cham. Why wilt thou rack 
My Soul ſo long, Monimia? Eaſe equa? 
Or thou wilt run me into madneſs firſt. 

Mon. Could you be ſecret? | » 
Cho, 1 , Sper as te Grave. © 


Mons 85 
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Aston. But when I've told you, will you keep your 
$I fury „ 3 
Within its bourids ? Will you not do ſome raſh 
And horrid miſchief? For indeed, Chamont, 
Lou would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
92 | y L VE been US « 
From a near Friend; from one that has my Soul 
A slave, and therefore treats & like a Tyrant. cv 
| Cham. 1 wth be calm; but has Caſtalio wrong d 
Has e waſted all his Love? 
l Whät has he 
; 


DT 


— fawn | 


one? Quickly; for I'm all trembling 
with expectation ofa horrid Tale. 
Mon. Oh! could you think it! 
| Cham. VVV 
ZBB 15 I feat he'II kill me. 
* A 1 
Mon. Indeed Ido, he's ſtrangely cruel to me, 
Wich if it laſts, lm ſure muſt break my heart. 
41 Cham, What has he done? „„ 
= - Mow. - Mãéoſt barbarouſſ us d me, 

Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms: 

1 Inthod? nd Kiſſes, tender ſighs and joys, _ 

Not to be thought again, thenight was waſted ;, | 
At dawn ofday, he roſe and left his Conqueſt. 

[ But when we met, and I with open Arms 
Ran to embrace the Lord of all my wiſhes, 

Oh then! * . 

Cham. Go on? 5 1 

Men. lle hre me from his Breaſt , 

Like a deteſted ſin. ws 1 
Chim, How; . 
)))Cãͤã ß 
Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the cauſe 4}. 
He dragg d me like a ſlave upon the Earth, 
And had no pity on my Cr ies. 
„ OCs How! did he 
Dach thee diſdainfally away with ſcorng, * „ 
3 _ * Mon. . 
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Villaineothe:.. 7 9 90 + | 
Cham. *Guile on thy ſeandalous age 9 


— AS — CE IEEE — HIVE — 1 bo, 


Though 1 till loyehim with unbaced Paſſion, 
' Cham. What, throw thee from him! | 
ee Tei, iced he did. 
Cham. So may this Atm _ 
Throw him to the Farth , like dead Dog epi; 
Lameneſs and Leproſie ; Blindneſs and Lunacy * 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the name of Villain 
Light on me, if, Caſtalio, 1 forgive thee, 


on. Nay now, Obamont, art thou aq 5 


he is. 
Didſt thou nor promiſe me thou would'ſtbe calm . 
Keep my * conceal'd? Why ſhould ſt thou k 
him 


By all my Lode this Arm mould do La veil, > 


Alas, 1tove him ſtill, and though I ne'er 
Claſp p him again within theſe longing Arms , 


Yee bleſs Is bleſs him , Gods, Wherec'er he goes. 5 | | 


| Enter Acaſto. 555 | 
Af Sag we ill Fate is cowards me? 2 wwy .. 
ue 
I only meerwith odneſs and iforder ; 1 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted face; : 


And looks #sfull of buſineſs as a block-head 


In times of danger: Juſt this very moment 


I met Caſtalio too... 


hm. Ihen you met a Villain. 
Acaſt, Hab! | 1 | 
Cham. Tes a Villain. 


dea. are a care, 2205 Sonldicr, ut. 


How ; On 4 with Acuſta Fame? 


I have a Sword, kay. Arms g old Aegusintance. 


Which binders: metoruſh upon thy TOE , 


4 a * 95 
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Mon. Hedid; And more I fear, will ne er be friends, 


——— 2 OR 
— — 
N — ——— — ——— — — 

2 COIN 


Ms ———— ne OT ey nr oy ronmrnare cree R _— 
I & 


95 HT ORPHAN. 
nd tear Fi Root ip of that Curſed Bramble! 
Acaſt. Ungrate ful Reffian! ſure my good old 
Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee: 
What have Ldone in my unhappy Age , 
To be thus us d? I ſcorn to upbraid thee , Boy, 
Bur I could put thee in remembrancc. . 7 
Cham. oy. Do. 
Acaſt. 1 ſcorn it. | 
Cham, No, I'll calmly hear the ſtory, 
| For [| would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 
Weighs moſt... Hah, is not that good old 4cafto? 
What have done? Can you e folly? 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou act it? 
Cham. 'Twas the rude o er flowing 
Of too much Paſſion; pray, my Lord, forgive me. 
; E Kneels, 
Acaſt. Sig me not, Youth, I can revenge a 
wo | | 
' Cham, I know it well, bur for this thought of Y 
Woe ry mine 1 
| HR ity a mad mans frenzy, and forget i it. 
* . I will, but henceforth Foes be 1 more 


2 OM 28855 


2 \ 1 kind. ** | 5 L (Reeſe bim. 
RT Whence came the Cauſe 2. B 
C bam. - _ Indeed Pre been to blame 43 B 


But Ill learn better; for you've been my Father: ut 

E 35, You' ve been her Father too... | 
| [ Takes Mon, by the Gone; 
| Leis. Forbear the Prologue. .. Fat | J 
And let me know the ſubſtance of thy Tale. 5 

| Cham. You took her up a little tender Flower, | 
juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 
Had nip'd; and with a care ful loving hand, 
ITranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, 
Where the * e ſhines: there long * har | 
. Tun d; 1 -3c0f 
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Grew ſovet to ſenſe, and Lovely to the eye, 
Till at the laſt a Cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its ſweetneſs, 3 
Then caſt ir like a Joathſome Weed away. 
Acaſt. You talk to me in Parables, Chamont: 
You may have known that I'm no wordy man; +: 
Fine Speeches arethe Inſtruments of Knaves 


Or Fools, that uſe em „ when "up wang a good 
.:: Jenies 


But honeſty | il 
Needsno Diſpuiſe nor Ornament; Be mW” 2 1 
2 Cham. Your Son. | 
Acaſt. T'vetwo, and both I hope have honour. 
Cham. L "_ » or 4 00 but. . | 
Acaſt, | Speaks , 
GG th I muſt inform you, 
Once more c. 45 55 5 
Acaſl. Sull, Caſali oo 
| Cham, © "Ie ©. | 
Your Son Caſtalio has wrong'd Monimis. 
Acaſt. Hah ! wrong d her ? 221. 242155 
G We bare 


Acaſh. | Tm ſorry for 1. - £5, 

Cham, why ſorry 2 = 7 — _— 
By yon bleſt Heaventhere's not a tha” ones 
But might be proud to take her to his heart... 7 "x . 1 ; 4 5M 
Acaſt, I'll not deny'r. FR tk 55 25 2 
Cham. You dare not by 50% 2 
You dare not; all your Family combin d 171 ne Bo 
In one damn d Falſehood to our-do Caſtalio,, © a A IE ec 
Dare not denyt. r 

Acaſt. How has Caftalio wrong 4 her 2 | 


| Cham, Ask that of him: 1 lay, my Siſter's wrong'ds 
onimia my Siſter born as hi 


und noble as Caſtalto.. i — 4p uſtice, 455 ; PN 
la the Gods, VIl lay a Scene Blogs NID 
hal noſe this Dycllng horrible to Nature. vl : a 


6 THE ORPHAN: 
IIl dots heark yen 1 Lord, your Son Caſtwtis 
Take him to your Cloſet; ; and there teach him man- 
t ers „ e eee eee 
caſt. You ſhall have juſtice : 5 ad 4 
Cham" Nay. . Iwill have halte. 
Who'Il ſleep in ſafety that has done me wrong? 
My Lord 5 I not diſturb you to repeat 
The cauſe of chis; 1 beg you, to preſerve 
Your Houſes Honour, ask i it of PE ; 
Acaſt. I will : 
Cham. Till then fate wel. [Ex. Chit, 
. : er _ . 
Monimia ! | | "8 8557 
Mon. My Lord: - 4 4 „ e 
Acaſt. 2 Lou are my Daughter! 5 
nb am; my Lord, if vou! 1 youchiate to own 
mn 
Acaſt. When you'll complain tb me, I Il beovea H 
Father: Ex, Acaſto. . 
| Mon. Now Fm undone for ever! Who on Bath 1. 
Is there ſo wretched as Monimia f U 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly forfaken ; = b 
Ie loft Aeqto too: his partin frowns 3 | 
May well inſtru me, rage is in his heart: 
I ſhall be next abandonꝰd to my Fortune, 1 1 
Thruſt out à Naked wanderer to the World. 
And branded for the miſchie vous Monimia; 
What wilt become of me? My cruel Brothers 
Is framing miſchiefs too, for ought knew, 
That may produce bloodſhed, arid horrid Murder: 
_ I would not be the Cauſe of one mans Beil. 
Is reigu the Empreſs ofthe Earth; nay 1 wie, 4 


I rat eee (67%, e 
; OY" dear unkind Caft Hallo, Cabs Ae eee 
5 e 8 PEO 1] dat) 
e HOOK I ITED IN LIT 590 4 K 55 
elde 8 4375 A 12 ee * 
5 + . 
A4 4 


x TE 


Ener Polydor. e Sj 


* 1 S608 | Matimia weepi 4 3 
80 Morning 3 on new. blown Roſes lodge. 
By the Suns amorous htat to be exhal d. 
Icome, my Love, to kiſs all ſorrow from thats 


hat mean theſe fi; ighs: and why thus beats _ . ; 
e 


Mon, Let me alone to ſorrow ; Tis a cau 
None e er ſhall know; but it hall wih me die. 
955 Pol. Happy, Monimia, he, to whom theſe fi gh, 
Theſetears, and all theſelan uiſhings are paid d.: 
Iam no ſtran nger to your . ſecret; 


I know your heart was never meant for me, | 
That — for an Elder e prize 1 161 
n Mon. wy „ | | 
{) Po. Nay, vonder not, laſt Night Theard 
ea His Oaths, „your Vows and to my torment ſa , 
to. Tour wild Embraces: Heard th' appointment made: 


I did, Monnima, and I curſt the ſound. 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my Lo ve? Wilr choube ne 3 
Unkind again? Poa Ed en ine! 


n. Bavihſuch fruitieſs hopes! 
Haye you in conſtancy to my . the 


will you be ne cr my Friend again? vl e 
2 Poi. armee | 1 

0 Mag.” 1157 Away; wharmeantmy bard 
v Laſt night £ 


Pol. Is that a queſtion now to be demanded | 
I hope Moninia vas not much diſpleaſed. 

Mon. Was it well done to — likes Proflitures | 
| T aſſault my L ing at the dead of night, 
GY and threaten me i deni dadmittance i. n 
lou ſaid you Were Calne: > ERQ-3209 Leh a1 


* 
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12 41 Pol, j 46 vr #2 is Byt es; * | X 
(4 Wit was the ame; Iſpent - | 
1 455 chec, > Te W » I was poſted- 


„ « 


pea 


i 
| 
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To more advantage on a pleaſant Hill | II 

Of ſpringing Joy, and Everlaſting Sweetneſs. Be 
Mon. Hah... Mares a care. Ye 
al. Where is the danger near me? 


Mon. I fear y are on a Rock will wreck your Quiet, 
And drown your Soul in wretchedneſs for ever 
A thouſand horrid thoughts crowd on my memory. 
Will you be kind and anſwer me one queſtion?? 

Pol. I'd truſt thee with my life, on thoſe ſoft Breaſts 
Breathe out the choiceſt ſecrets of my heart, 
= Till! had nothing in it left but LV. 

Mon. Nay , Pl conjure you by the Gods, „ cog 


Angels, 


: By th Honour of your name, that's moſt conceim , 1 
Io tell me, Polydor, and tell me truly: 535 M. 
Where did you reſt laſt N ight 2 F 
Pol. wirhin thy arms 3 My 
1 triumphe : Reſt had been my Foe. 42805 1 
es,, | | 'Tis Joe TI J 
Tol. She faints away : no help, 8 who waits? A . 
re i 
Upon Vanity that nk notkeep Haj 
The ſeerkt of my happineſs in ſilence. 7 
Confufion? we ſhall be ſurpriʒ d anon, To 
And conſequently all muſt deb betray d. Wh 
| Monimia ſhe breaths, 4 Aonim ia. mM: An 
Ln RA - Well, 


| Let miſchiefs multiply! J Let every hour 
Oft my loath d life yield me inereaſe of horror! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy eyes 4 
Nel er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ber! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a prodigß /, 
Jo fill my Soul with terrors, till I guns: 655 75 
Forget J ever had Humanity, 77 5 1 
And grow a Curſer of the works oe Nature! 
Pol. Lader means TED . 155 


oY 


The friendſhip e er you vow'd to good e 

Be not à falſeliood, if you ever hos d 

Your Brother, you've undone your ſelt and e | 

Pol. ow way can Ruin reach the man chat s 
Richi, 1 1127171 1 „ 

AsI am, in poſſeſſion of thy Badens da zd 

Mon. Oh, I'm his Wife. 


Pole What fays Monimia! bab | 
Speak that 1 e 
Mon. 1am Caſtalios Wife . 
Pol. His way daa Wilen 
Aon. i nd bat ebenes, 
Saw it perform'd.; 4 911 ee 8 
Pol. And then have enjoy 4 
My Brothers Wife? 9 11104 
Man. eee 
Nuſtraſte of miſery, that guilt is thine. a1 350 
Pol. Muſt we be miſrrable then? iin monlito 
Mon. Oh! 32 0 $311 
Pol. Oh! thoumay'l yecbe happy. 0a v 
Mon. Couldſt moube 167 


Happy wich ſuch a wi bt upon thy Soul? . 
Pol. It may be yetaſecret; I Ils go try i Fa Ss 0 
Io reconcile and bring Caſtalio to the: ht it 
Whilſt from the World I take my alda. 0 

And waſte my life in penance for my Sin. | [/11/ 


1 


1 


load 

Of added Sins upon my wretched head: a 
Wouldft thou again have me betray thy Brother , 
And bring pollution to his Arms? Curſt thought! E: 
Oh when ſhall Lbe mad indeed! 

Fo. Nay, then 
Let us embrace, and from chis very Moment 
Vow an Eternal miſery together. : 

Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful Wl OY 
Never grow fond of * peace again? 


* 
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Mon. Then thou would more dame: heap P3 4 


en 
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| Wile thowwich meſtudytobe uobappy,.. 1 
And find out ways how to encgeaſe Alon. fag 
pol. We'll inſtitutenew-Arts'unknown before, 
Io vary plagues and make em look like i new ones: 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted lo), 
A Child be born, e tis 


Mom. G4 NU. 
Sure; that y live. 1141 % ei 

Pol. Why? 4 RI REO: 

Mon. : To become a ching Wi 


More wrerchied than its Parents; to bebeadded.- * 
With all our Infamy, and Curſe its Birth. cb 
Pol. That's well contrivd, then: thus = 5 85 
together, En 
Full ofo our guilt, diltracted where to roam 
Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe, 
Let's find ſome place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſom and Venomous; where poiſons hang 
; Like - vary eden walls; where 9 
By night, and feed upon ſome pamper d Imp 
Fat wks the Blood of Babes: * „ 
And live up to the height of deſperation: n: 
Deſire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flower 3 
And no diſtinction of the Sex be chougbt , 2010 
Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe , Fr 
And I Il no more be caught with Beauties Charms, 
But whenT'm * 3 Arms. N le 
| xit 4 


e »* 4 


* -.wv 
* 
3 * 
„ 
* 
— 
- 


Br, 


Cor valle Hash, aboſs Hearts oer , 
By cruel Beaame, Fridde (on 62 
Bring each Garland an Hit Bead, CD 4 OY 
Let none bis Sorrows hide, EO 
But hand in hand argund me move» 
ee the ſaddef Tale, of Love; | 
And ſee, when your Complamts ye jon, , 


all your owe” ar en mine. 145 
i . | EE 7; ; | UL | 
The je Happieſt Me ral once vas 7. Vs 
My heart no Sorrows þ VVV 
Pity the Pain with which I dye, e LW 


But ask not whence it grew. N 
Yet if a tempting Fair =o a of. 
Tas very lovely, very kend , 8 
Thougb bright as Heaven : whe fam S 5 
be my Fate, . end ber Snare. 17 | 


HM * 


1 dee where = a trot after one ang | 


| Mos e F 5 wn 


T 
— > * 5 - * 


| 8 and Siſter mingled all together ; 
Yo diſcontent they know, but in delightful .- 


Enjoy their portion. If they ſee a Man, 
VUpon the Monſter.., 
Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 


: So ö but to name Caſtalio? 


ITis Joy to ſee you, chough where ſorrows 1 
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ildneſs and freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſhHerbage; 
Calm Harbours J luſty health and innacence 


How will they turn together all and d gaze 
Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love: 
Andi in that Tay drudges all the year. 


Enuiei Acaſtos 2 


raj : cli gebe! 
8 Who's there 


Acaft, I hope m meſſage ma ſucceed. Wh 
Caf. : ) 4 g Mͤy Faber; 


Acaft. Im come, in Beauties Cauſe, you gueſs 
the reſt. 


Caff, A Woman ! if you love my peace of mind , 


Name not a Woman to me; but to think 


Of Women were enough to taint my Brains, 
Till they foment to madneſs! Oh! my Father. 
Acaſt. What ailes my Boy! 
Caf. A Woman is the thing | 
1 would forget , and blot from my Remembrance, | 
Acaſt. Forget Monimia! _ 
Caſs. She to chuſe: Monimia! E = 
The very ſound's ungrateful to my ſenſe. © 
_ Leaſt, This might ſeem ſtrange, but you I've coun 


will hide 


Your Heart from me, you dare not truſt your Father, 
Caft. No more Monimia. 
' feaſt. lb he not jour Wife | 
... = _ the worſe, who loves to bar of 
When 


k * - p 1 4 
2 4 * 2 
, 4% P 8 » 2 3 
1 ' . \ « + os * 1 N 
a . en” 5 
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When you would give all wordly Plagues a Name 

Worſe than they have already, call em Wife. 

But anew married wife's a ſeeming miſchief, 

Full ofher ſelf, Why, what a deal of horror 

Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yeſterday? 
Acaft. Caſtalio, you muſt go along withn me, * 

And ſee Monrwmia. * 23 4 
Cafl, Sure my Lord but mocks me; 

Go ſee Monimia! Pray, my Lord, excuſe i me o Ort . 

And leave the Conduct of this "ou of Life 


| To my own Choice, 5 0 


Act. Hl ſay, no more diſpute.” P 


Complaints: are made to me, that you have wrong'd 5 5 


her. 


Caſt. Who has complain'd TRY 1 
Acaſt. Her Brother 16 wy" face proclim'd ber 
wrong d, 2 * 
And in ſuch terms they? ve warms we. ö 72011 
Caf What terms? Her Brother! Heaven | where | 
learnrhethar? n 
What does ſhe ſend her Hero with defiatice 2 ::ag TDs 
He durſt not ſure affront 2 _- ed 2 
B Acaſt. e 82 not nuch, ü © 20M 
1 1 Hal!!! 
Caſt, Speaks whar iden" en, 
Acaſt. That _ weera Villalat 


Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain. 
Caſt. Shame on th' ill manner 0 Brute your age 
ſecur d him. ph, 87 1 AD 
Hedurſt not elle have (aid . DO DIA 2:00 24 | 
Acaff. © 5 By my Sword, Vo 
I would not he thee wrong'd G 88 bear it W 9 * 1 
Though L have paſt my word ſhe ſhall have Juſtice. nfs 
Caſt. Juſtice! to give her Juſtice wou d undo her „ 
Think you this Solitude I now have choſen, oY ; 10s 5 
Lefr joys juſt opening to my ſenſe , ſoughrhere 
7 to N my Fate in, mealured odjt 1 a 


IS 2 


N 
va) 


* "EIS 8 — 
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el. Byahis good Sword; who hrt 


5 Makes me his Foe.. . 
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Ny Grave at length, wiſh to have grown one piece *. 
Wich chis cold -lays pi nene Le 


n n 


Enter Chamont:// 431112 


. Where ; is the Hero famous and cenowntd 
For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows; 
Whoſe mighty ſpirit, and whoſe ſtubborn heart, 
No Woman can appeaſe, nor man provoke ?: 


Acaſt. 1 gueſs, Chamant, you come to ſeek Caftalin, 
Cham. I come to ſeek the Husbandof Manna, ar 


Caſt. The Slave 1 is here. 

bam. I thoughte'r now 10 aye hos 
Non for the llls you ve done Chamontz{ 
For you have wrong d the deareſt part of him; 
Aanimia, young Lord, wieeps in this heart; 
And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn | 
From her poor Eyes, are drops of Blood 3 
Cat. Then you are Chamont im 


ch. „ res hope noStranger. . 
Io great Coftals%., | 118 
ee 1 heard of ſuch a Mann 


That has been very buſie with my Honour: 
I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here return the Villain back againn 
Tou ſent me by mj Father. 

Cham, 3433350 Thus 1 Il ank you. 14 Braten 


prelumes to 


violence 


uardian of my Houſes Honou , 
hare with we. . For ou; 


me: | 
1 oi hau ado e night, i py 12 
8 | 45S 


5 | [Prawrand ruterpoſt. 

Juoung Man, it ↄnee was 1 {To gahelio. | 
I was fir 

And Jouamghettult your 

n „ „. e. Cham. 
Young Soldiers, I muſt tell you * you have : OD 


Sud -m_ Aa 4. 


But you I nd wou''d fright us to 5 Performancgur wh 


Oppoſe not then 


Becauſe thou knowift che place is ſunctiſ d 


T:ME ORPHAN. os | 
And thought my word a Pledge ; I would not fotfeits 


- Caſt, Sir, in my Ane yore with Care: 750 
taught me, 4 
Thar er. Revenge was due to injur d Honour, 
cage Juſtice of my Sword, l 
Leſt you ſhauld make me jealous of your love. 
Cham. Into thy Fathers arms thoufly'ſt for 1 


wn the. Remembrance of an ancient Friendſhip. - 
. I ama Villain, it l will porſtekthee 10 
il 1 may be reveng d for all the wrongss 
Done me hy tliat ungrate ful Fair thou plead' tors. „ 
Cham. She wrong d thee! by the Fury inmy heart, 
Thy: Fathers Honour's not above Aonimiat: ; 
Nor was thy Mothers Truth and Vertue fair. 
Acaſt. Boy don't diſturb the Aſhes of the dead 
With thysaþriciousFollics:: Thewgoitmbrance: - A | 
Of the Joy'd Creature, that fill d tbeſt Arms, . vs 
Cham. eee A YO tal = 083 
Caſt. EHI Amid 1 Fay 3 25 
Cham. > nor ſhall on 5 
Monimia, though a helpleſs ON 7 eee, ih 1 e 
Of Friends and Fortune, though th unhappy Siſſer | 
Of poor Chamomt, whioſe Sword is al bis Portions? 7 1} 
Be oppreſt by thee thou probermparrous Wn 2 
Caſt. Ha Hab! leine . 157] ($837 171751 V9: ir l. M1 
Cham. | Came bach. 2 iH 
12.31 2 571 Weego 
„ 2.94 104 e, Sein. | 18 955 = 1 
1 51 . 311 X9IYT $145 (3 0 Oi nee 757 200 £ 9 9 
Serin. Alas! . 5 _ 
The Suess dias, a nm. 
Who ist has wxong'd thee? Ihen FFK "7 85 
C Now where anke 
e ol floods ub o: 
* Cham, Come Grow aa, and as | 


N oF 
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Shall then betray tay fears. . |, 44 
Serin. Cruel Caftalis, $15 
Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don taffright me: 

Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt; 

If any of my Friends have done thee injuries, 
IIl be reveng' d and love thee better fort. 
Caſs.” Sir, if you d have me think you did not tak 
This opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Ler's meet ſome other time , whenby our ſelves 
] We fairly may diſpute our wrongs together. 
Cham. Till then, I am Caſtalios — ö 


r Sserina, 94 
Fare wel, 1wiſh much happineſs attend you. 1 3 786011 
c Serin. Chamont's the deareſt thing I have on Earthz 
= Give me Chamont , and let the world forſake me. 
W- ons Witneſs the _, RoW happy Ll am in 
race! | 


No beauteous Bloſſom of thi Fiat Spring, ) 
Though the fair Child of Nature newly born, 
Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio, 
Suppole I ſhoulda while lay by my . BH 
And be a beggar in Monmuas Cue 3 5 
| — Oz 10155 
| Caſt. Sir was my laſt 8 | 
_ You-wou'd, berg you I find will notbe faridr- 
Soina word, Monuma is my ſcormngo2i!; vo 90 
he baleiy ſent you heretotry: my fears; bg 
That was your buſineſs.” 0 
No artful Proſtitute, in Falſhoods practisd, 
To make advantage of her Coxeombs Follies, 
Could have done more.. Diſquiet vex her for't. | 
| .C ham: Far cel. 5 my 
Caf. Farewell. My Father, you feem rec 


WE Would I had been webe when rhis g | 
Tous Brave: : PI ti, 


2 n rn — 
3 » by te! N R 
* — — r * . * 
— — „ hats 1 hate $a 
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: Caſtalio , and the quiet of my age. 


And all that wondrous Beauty of her own , | 
| My heart Da break, burir We never eren. 


.-> 


* 


Caſt. „ Damn ber. 
Acaſt. Don't curſe her, nk 
_ Caf. 7 BL | Did 3 19 33 * 
. : Yes. | 
2 WES n ſorry for't. 
avs Methinks,: as if I gueſs Waben but . 
It Hh be pardpa'd.. 
e 
pos WS Whar Jak ſhe done? 


Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife, 8571 Heav'n andyou 
forgive me. 
Acaſt. Be reconciled then. 


Caſs, _ Ig No. 1 hier 
Acaſs. So ſee her. RE” 
ca No. 
Acaſt. II ſend and bring her hicher. 

Caſt. _ „ Nb 

. Acaſt. 2h For my ſake | 


Caf. Why will you urge l my Nature fares Ef 


at ? x 
Acaft, Prithee forgive her. | * 
„ Lightnings firſt x hallblaſt me. | 


I tell you were ſhe proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sexes beſt diſſembled ſorrows , 


Enter Florell a. x: 1 
Flor. My Lord, whereare you? Ok 2 Pali OS 
| Adeafe, N Heat 7 


Caſt, What's that * 3 
Flor. Oh e Hark dtr. 8 1 
| bg N what —ͤ uſineſs? AED 

| 


_ PEE. - * Ag 
5 K e mia 
- waa 8 , | 
; * ; | 4 * 


4 4 
= 
3 
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Ac What's the matter 8 
| 22 | Hay Ya by y de 
Sne flies with fury over all the bout 5 
Through every Room of each Apartment crying, 
Where's my Cafalzo?. Give me my Caſtalio:: 
Except ſbe kes yon, ſure ſhe'l grow diſtracted. 
Caſt. Rah! will ſhe? does ſhe name Caffalo 
And with ſuch tenderneſs? *Condu&@ me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father. 

8 Then wilt chou go? bleſſinge attend thy F 
1 purpoſe. | 
1 Caſt. I cannot hear Ani Soul w in ſadneſs, 5 
q And be a man, my heart will not forget hger; 
But do not tell the world you ſaw this of me. g 

Acaſt, Delay not, 72 but haſte and ct chear thy 
Love. 


Caſt. Oh I will throw m impatient Arms about Boy 
In her ſoft boſom fi igh my Soul topeace, 


Till through the panting breaſt ſhe ſinds 1851. 2 | | 
To mould = : and make it what ſhe wil * 
Monroe | Oh! 2 3 | 
i ker kage * : 

Mon. Stated off, and <ine Kali! ir Al 

vill not reſt till ĩ have nnd Cafais 50 18 ; 


My wiſhes Lord, comely as riſing day, 

Amidſt ten thouſand eminentiy known. 

Flowers ſpring where e er he treads, his loyely Eyes 
Fountains of brightneſs cheering all Ao hilar! ERS 
When will they ſhineonme? ,.. Oh ſtay m FLOW, 1 
1 cannot dye in peace til have ſeen tim: 1 


* . Caftalio re-Entere. TS btn. _ 


25 
” 


5 . Who Ss of foying with a Voices yet ny 


That life sin love with 2 of 


An Hesrkt ee e 


So in a Camp , though at the dead of night, 
If but the Trumpets chearful noiſe is heard, 5 
All at the ſignal leap from downy reſt, 
And every Heart awakes, as mine _ now. 
Where GTO | e eee 
Cut. 99 Here, my Love- 
Mon. No nearer, teſt vaniſh. 
_ Ca#, Have I been in a Dream then all this. while! 
And art thou but the ſhadow of Monimsa ! | 
why doſt thou fly me thus?: 7 
Aon. Oh! were it poſſible that ccni I 
In dark oblivion but a few pal hours, a 
we might be happy. | 1 4 
Cat. Ist then ſo hard, Aena roforgive; 11] 
A fault 3 Ro humble: LY like mine, NE 
ce? 144 17 6 | 
For 7 att levels, chile bk; ove ruin 111 
Which way TE pr A155 tl 
What ſhall I do tobe enough thy Slave 5 8 


KR KS 
ain 


And ſatisfie thy lovely pride that's in hee? 
I'll kneel to thee; and weep a flood before thec. oY 2 


Yer prithee, Tyrant, break not quite my 1 
But when my task of Penitence is done, 


Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. 1 


_ - Moti, If am dumb, Cafalto, : andrea, 
To pay thee back this mighty tenderneſs ; © 


It is becauſe I look on thee: with hortor j 
And cannot ſee the man Ifo have wrong'd. | 225 11 R 


Cat. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 1 
Mom. 1 , Abt by chen weh 365 
Juſt ” {operon thinksz een not [wag 


281 hee? 107 n bas ts 
Ca. No. TY ; _ GA 7 2 N 
Mom. une erden //c can,; . 

Bur wile cr "ng Ons on on horrid * 2 wo on 
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Caſt. What means my Love? ; 
Aen. On! couldſt thou but forgive nel 

Caſt, What? © | 

Mon. For my Bult laſt night; Alas thou canſt or 

Caſt. I can, and do. 

Mon. Thus Crawling on the Earth 
Would I that Pardon meet; the only thing 
Can make me view the Fat? of Heaven with hope. 

Caſt, Then let's draw near. | 

5% mn! 

R So in the Fields, 


When the deſtroyer has been out for prey 
be ſcatter'd Lovers of the Feather'd kind, 
Seeking when danger's paſt ro meet again, 


Make moan, and call, by ſuch degrees approach; 


Till joying thus they bill, and ſpread their wings, 
- Murmuring Love, and Joſs their fears are over. 


Mon, Vet have a care, be not too fond of * 8 


| Let in purſuance of the goodly quarry , 
Thou meet a diſappointment that diſtracts thee, | 


Caſt. My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 


What danger chreatens me, and where it lies: 
. Why didſt thou ¶ prithee ſmile and tell me why) _ 


When I ſtood waiting underneath the Window, 


. .. Quaking with fierce and violentdefiresz 
- The dropping dews fell cold upon my head, 


* n d, and the Winds whiſtl d count 


Which with 4k ned fighs made ſuch ſad Muſick, 
As might have ory the hardeſt Kearts ks ki 3 6 


thou 


Deaf to my Cries, 405 enſelef all my pains wy | 15 


Mov. Did I not beg thee to forbear inquiry? 


1 Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my face that ſpeaks 
5 Wonderf! ul change and horror from within me? 


f. Thes nen is 1 11 8 75 nan” venue” 


22 


Phat doſt thou mean by horror, and forbearance / 


Thou wouldſt do any thing to mo me eaſe; 


We ne'er muſt meet again... I 

car. What means my  defing * 
For all my good or evil Fate dwells in tee: 
Ne er meet ** 5 

Mon. No, neyer. | 
. Caſs. Where cake pow'e 


lkav'n * decreed, and thenebare r ve refoly'd, To: 


THE ORPHAN. # 


Of more inquiry? Tellme, Ibeg thee, tell me; 
And don tbetray me to a ſecond madneſs. YR: 
Mon. Muſt 1? | 
Ca#,  Iflabouringin the pangs of death | 


Unfold this riddle e'r my thoughts grow v wild „ 

And let in fears of ugly forn. ion me. 
Mon. My heart won't let me ſpeak but remember, n 

Monimia, poor Monimia tells you this, 


on Earth , that dares not look like thee, and 990 ſo ? 

Thou art my hearts inheritance, I ſervd 
Along and painful, faithful ſlavery for hee 

And who ſhall rob me of the dear —— blefling? _ 

Mon, Time will clear all, but now lech conten 
you: 3 


Wich torment I muſt tell it thee, Caſtaliss, 

Ever to be a ſtranger to thy Lose 8 

In ſome far diſtant᷑ Country waſte my life, 

And from this day to ſee thy Face no more. . 
Caf. Where am I ? Sure I wander mal tachants | 

ment, | 

And never more hall find the way to reſt; 

But, oh Monimia, art thee indeed reel d, 5 

Io puniſh me with everlaſting abſence?  _ 

Why turn ſt thou from me? I'm alone real. 

Methinks I ſtand upon a naked beach, 


dighing to winds and to the ſeas complaining ,. be z 5 = 5 | | 
What far off the Veſſel ſails c 5 bz — 
Wreath Treaſure of my Sou Cn” 29h 


"a 
* 


87 THE ORPHAN. 
_ wilt FEY not turn... Oh could thoſe eyes butſpealt 


** — » — +6. Ay — 
9 . K . 


I ſhould knowall, for Love is pregnant in em; 
They ſwell, they preſs their beams upon me . 
Wilt thou not ſpeak? If we muſt part for ever „ 
Give me but one kind word to think upon, 


And pleaſe my ſelf withal whilſt my beart's breaking, 


Mon. Ah poor Catal) „ LEx. Mon. 
Caſt. Pity ! by the Gods, 
She pities me; then thou wilt go Eternallj ß? 
What means all this Why all this ſtir to De 
A ſingle wretch? If but your word can ſhake 
This world to Atomes, why ſo much ado 
Wich m me? Think me but dead and VEN me ſo. £2, 


Enter Polydor. 558 


Pol. To live , and live a torment to my ſelf 8 
What Dog would bear't that knew but his Condition 
We *ve little knowledge, and that makes u 
a Cowar ds; 3 1 
Becauſe i it cannot tell us, sto come. 
Caſt, Who's there? 


Pol. Why, What art thou bꝰ 4 
„„ My Brother Pojyde 
Pol. My Name i is Polydor. 

„ Canſt Wen inform me? 

Pol, Of what? 

. Caſt. a Monimid. 5 
* . Good TW 
-.- Caf. Jahale dh: 
Merhinks my Polydor appears FEES 55 


Pol. Indeed and ſo to me does my ee, 
Caſt, Dol? _ 5 

Pol. Thou doſt. 

S Alas! I've woos whe ; 
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3 Caſt Oh, to tell thee would but put thy heart 


THE ORPHAN. „ 


To pain, let me embrace thee but a little , 

And, weep upon thy Neck; I would repoſe  . 
Within thy friendly boſom all my Follies, 

For thou wilt pardon 'em , becauſe th'are mine. 

Pol. Be not too credulous , confider firſt , 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſhip falſe ? 

Caſt. Why doſt thou ask me that? Does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendſhip , when with open Arme 
And ſtreaming Eyes, Irun upon thy Breaſt? 
Oh 'tis in thee alone I muſt have comfort. 

Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, I have none to give thee, 

Caft. Doſt thou not love me then? 

Fol, Oh, more chan life: 
never had a thought of my caſtalis | 4 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had your 5 together. 9 3 
Haſt thou dealt ſo by me?? ol 

C.... hope Lhave. 55 

Pol. Then tell me why this mourning „ W 

diſorder? e 

Caft. Oh, Polydor, Iknow not how to tell rhees 7 8-4 
Shame riſes in my Face, andi nen „ f . 
The Story of my Tongue. 

Pol. Igrieve, my Friend 
Knows any thing which he'saſham'dtotell mez 
Or did'ſt thou e er conceal thy thoughts from Po lydor? | 

Caſt, * much too oft, but let me W he . 

k race, | | 
By all the kind Aion of a Brother AY 
For Lamaſham'dto cal wy ſelf Fly Friend) | 
Forgive me. 5 

Pol. Well 580 nn. | ERS 

Caſs.  OurDeſftiny ane e 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love: 1 "Sf 0M 
Thon like a Friend, a conſtant generous OT 3 2 "x7 
in its firſt pangs didft truſt ge with thy paſſion : 2 
Whilſt I ſtill ſmooth'd wy pain with ſcaiſes before | 

; mee 83 FE 2 "And 


| 2, 


8 4 . 


r 


THE ORPHAN. 
And made a Contract I ne er meant to kee. 
A = . 
Caſt. Still new ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee; C 
And kept thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
Till Yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 
Pol. Ah, Caſtalio, was that well done? 
Caſt. No, to conceal it from thee, was a fault. 
Pol. A fault! when thou haſt heard | 


The Tale I'll tell, what wilt thou call it then? 


Caſt. How my heart throbs ! 


Pol. Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traytor , B 
Icancel't thus; after this day Pllneer —_ 1 
Hold truſt, or converſe, with the falſe Cafalio: 1 
„his, witneſs Haan | | 
Cat. What will my Fate do with me! 

I've loſt all happineſs, and know not why: ; 
What means this , Brother ? e | 
Pol, Perjur'd, Treacherous Wretch \ 
Fare wel. 5 „„ ] 

Caſt. I'll be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe n 
Juſt as chou wilt, do but forgive me. | ; 

Pol. 19 Never. 


Caft. Oh! think a little what thy heart is doing 


How from our Infancy we hand in hand 


Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together; 


One Bed has held us, and the ſame deſirxes, 
Ihe ſame Averſions ſtill employ'd our thoughts: 


When e er had I a Friend, that was not Polydors, 
Or Polydor, a Foe, that was not mine 
Ev 'n in the Womb we embrac'd , and wilt thou nov, 
For the firſt fault, abandon, and forſake me; 
Leave me amidſt Afflictions to my ſelf, '' 
Plung'd in the gulf of grief, and none to help me? 
Pol. Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou'lt find 


Repoſe; She has the Art of healing ſorrows. 


Caſt, What Arts? _ 


Li; '— _- Pol. Blind Wretch; thou Husband + ther f 
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THE ORPHAN Wy 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow chere, A IN 4 


. 


Till ome hot Ruffian, full of. Luſt and Wine © 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee War s thy 1 


11 


Bargain. A n 
Caſt. Hold chere ; Thang thee.” 1 * 
A | Is the not 5 at re | 
Cal. þ AWporer. j 508 
Pol. Ay, Whore, I think chat word needy no | 
explaining.. / :: IM 
Cast. Alas, I can . „ ev Ait nee; ö 


But let me tell thee, Polydor, I'm griev's 'd. 7 5.2. 
To find theeguilty of ſuch low Revenge 
To wrong that Vertue which thou couldſt not ruin. 1 
Pol. It ſeems Ilye 8 e 
Caſt. should the braveſt mann 3 
That e' er wore Conquering Sword , bat Gare 4 a. = 
_ whiſper _ n 
what thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of Liars: 5 
My Friend may be miſtaken. 
Pol, Damn the Evaſion 
Thou! meant the worſt, and he's a baſe born Villain 
That ſaid I ly'd. 
Caſt. Do, 8 thy Sword, and thriiſt it through 2 
my heart; „ od 
For there's no Joy in life, if thou art loſt. - 


A baſe born Villain! 


fab Tes thougever cameſt, 5 | 
From old Acaſtos Loyns ; the Midwife put = 
A cheat upon my Mother, and inftead 
Ofa true Brother, in the Cradle by me 
Plac'd ſome courſe Peaſants Cub, and thou art be. 2 5 
Caſt. Thouart my Brother ſtill. 3 


„ Thou ly ſt. 1 

Ca. en e ee n 
Yeel anal. 5 8 e 
r e dwayafo 5 F 1 


4 -ab. il ſi 48 Cabs: 
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6 THE ORPHAN. 


© Pol. Ay, baſe born Coward , Villain. An 
Coft.,” his ro thy heart then, enn my Mother 5 
bore thee. Be 


[Fight.Polydor drops his Sword and runs on Caſtalios Fo 
Pol. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 
Caſt. What have | done ! My Sword is in thy Breaſt, N 
Bol. Sol would have it be, thou beſt of Men „ Al 

| Thou kindeſt Brother , and thou trueſt Friend. 
Capt. Ye Gods, we're taught, chat all your works 4 
are juſtice, 1. 

Yare painted merciful , and Friends to Innocence: (. Bi 

If fo, then why theſe plagues upon my head? H 
Pol. Blame not the Heav'ns, here lies thy Fare, 

Caſtalio; I 
| Th' are not the Gods „ tis Polydor has wrong d chee; V 
L ue ſtain d thy Bed, thy ſpotleſs Marria . vgs 1 

Have been polluted by thy Brothers Lu E 
© Caſt. Bythee! 

Pol, By me; laſt night the horrid deed ? 
i was done; when all things ſept; but Rage and _ | 
| du. Now | ” where 8 AHonimia? Oh! e 3 


Emter Monimia. 


A I'm here, » who calleme? | 
| MethoughtT heard a voice 
Sweet as the Shepherds Pipe upon the Mountains, | 
When all his little Flook's at feed before him. 
But what means this? Here's Blood. 
1 8 Ay, Brothers Blood; | 
\ Arrt ou prepar'd for Everlaſting pain? 
pol. Oh let me charge thee by ch Eternal juice; ; "0 
Hurt not her tender üs! = 
_ Caſt. 8 Not kill her? Bee 1 
ve Powers above „with all your choiceſt Torments, 
Horror of mind, and pains yetuninyented- 1 775 — 
Jf 1 not andi cruelty ener "NE eee 
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THE ORPHAN. * 
And treat Revenge ſome way yet never known. _ 
er Mon. That task my ſelf have finiſht , I ſhall dye - 


Before we part; I've drunka eee 
os, For all my Cares, and never more ons. thee. 
3 Pol. Oh, ſhe is innocent. 
tt, Caſt. IJITirell me that Story, 


And thou wilt make a wretch of me indeed. + | 
Pol. Hadſt thou, Caſtalio, us'd me like aFriend, : 
ks This ne'er had happen'd; hadſt thou let me know © 
” Thy Marriage , we had all now met in Joy: bs 


: Wh But ignoranr of that. DEE 
25 Hearing th appointment made „ 'enrag'd ro am 
e, Thou hadſt out · done me in ſucceſsful Love, 


Iin the dark went and ſupplyd thy place; = 
ey Whilſt all the Night, midſt our Triumphant fes 89 
11 The trembling , tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, Careſt, and call'd me her Caſtalio. 
5 Caſt. And all this is the work of my own Fortunes 
ed None but myſelf could e er have been ſo curſt , 
t. My Fatal Love; alas! has ruin'd the,; 
WH Thoufaireſt, goodlieſt Frame the Gods e er made, .. 
Or ever Human Eyes, and Hearts ador' d. 
I 5 murder'd too my Brother. 
wy would thou ſtudy ways to damn me further, "* 
force the fin of Parricide upon me? | 
Pol. *Twas'my own Fault, and thou art innocent, 

Forgive the barbarous treſpaſs of my Ton og „ 
Twas a hard violence; I cou'd have dy'd e 
With Love of thee, ev'n when Ius d thee N 1 
Nay, at each word that my Diſtraction utter d, OLE, 
uu heart recoyfd, and 'rwas half death to ſpeak em. 
. Aen. Now, my Ca aſtalio, the moſt dear of wy * 
wWilt thou receive Soliton to thy Boſom, 
„ And cloſe the eyes of one that has beiray'd thee W 
„ Caſt. Oh I'm the unhappy s wretch, "whoſe curſe 10 
5 n 
2 Has en into efron img 
4 F4 "why 
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386 n ORPHAN: 
5 70 then thus kind rome? 
Mon. When I'm laid low i” th* Grave, and due 
forgotten, 
May'ſt thou be happy, in a Fairer Bride; 3 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 1 
When Jam dead, as preſently I ſhall be; 
For the grim 1774 raſps my heart already) 
Fpeak well of me 41 if thou find ill tongues 
= oo huſie with my fame „don't hear me wrong d, 
*Twill be a noble Juſtice to the memory | 
| Ofapoor wretch , once honour'd with thy Love, 
_— How my Head ſwims! 1 Tis _ dark, Goodni (oi. 


Dies. 
| Caſt. If I ſurvive thee hat a chought was that! 
2» Thank Heav'n Igo prepar d * that 0 


i, „ — 


Enter Chamont diſarm n'd , and lee 7 caſts „ 
85 | and Servants. 


Chan. Gape Hell 5 and ſvallow me to quick 
Damnation, 0 
Hy If Hare your Houſe , if I not live 
An everlaſting plague to thee, Acaſto, 8 
And all thy Race. I have o repower'd me now 
But hear me, Heav'n ! Ah; here's the Scene of Death, 
Muy Siſter, my Monimia Breathleſs ! now, 
= Ne Powers above, if ye have Juſtice, ſtrike, | 
1 Strike Bolts through me, and — * curſt 
4 8 ee, 8 
| Aces, od Pte: „„ | 
Hol. Who calls? | 
Acad. How cam' ſt thou 3 ? 
ben. Stand off thou hot · brain d ae LOW 
e .Ruffian, A 
| And leave me to my ſorrows. 15 
Cam. By the e 
; 8 Ibore her Ys: Twillneer fre her, 8 _ 8 
dan. 6 wer, 


>>” . 3 
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THE ORPHAN. A» 
zut here remain till my heart burſts with ſobbing, | 


* Caſt. 1 I _ thee or.. | 
| [ Draws a Da ker: : 
Cham. _ Thou canſt notki the, 


That would be kindneſs , and againſt thy Nature. ' 
Acaſt. WIR Mean. _ Caftalso ? Sure thou wy 
not pu 
More N thy Aged Fathers head. 
Tell me, Ibeg you, tell me melad Cane ö 
Of all this run. — 
Pol. That muſt be my Tak; EE He 
5 But tis too long for one in pains to tell 
FN, You'llin my Cloſer find the ſtory written 
| + Ofall our woes, Caſtulio's innocent, 
And ſo's Monimia, only I'm to blame: | WHT Hee 
x Inquire ng farther. "25 CE oo 
TY Caſt. Thou, unkind ch 8 — 
| N haſt purſu d me with thy hate, G 
7 And fought the life of him that never 8 thers | 1 
> Now ho wil emibrace a noble * „„ 
| Come joyn with me and curſe. N 
Cham. WW 7 
cas. Eirſt thy rag, 
As Ido, andthe bout chat gave thee bicthz 
h, Confuſion and diforder ſeize the World, 
To ſpoil all cruſt and converſe amongſt men; 
1 Twint Families engender endleſs feuds, 3 
rt In Countries needleſs fears, in Cities factions, . Fon 4 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm: ON 
Till all things move againſt the courſe of Natures: 5 
Till Form's diſſolv d, the Chain of c be: 
And the Originals of Being loſt. es 
uly Acaſt, Have Patience, | 85 
7? Cat. Patience! preach it cabins. 
' Toroaring Seas, or raging Fires; the:Kpayes 22 Wo 
That 1 it laugh at ye, when ye believe em. 24 
oa an at. IS 
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4 21d; we with Leproſis g let Friends forlake me . L 
ll bear irall; be uit to the degree 
. - am noW uf 'usthismult give me patience: | 
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oh I bee r 

t, heal his * 
„[eg hes into the Arms of a Servant, 
” Fog) perceive they fall with weight upon him. 
And for Monimias ſake , whom thou wilt ng 

Ine ver wrong d, be kind to poor Serin. 

Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 
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